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DYING. 


WSETTEE FOR THES SATURDAY BYENING POST, 
BY LURA M. BIDELER. 


Kies me once more as you used to do, 
Fold me again to your heart, 

Let me know one moment of perfect peace, 
My darling, ere we part. 


1 have loved you dearly, more than life 


Sores Gre > ee, 
weald not shrink the valley dark 
too, 


= ly yon tell me — ee 
darling, you're ng too— 
And what dv you think | will care for Heaven 


When I know I'm leaving you. 
oe iift me u 
me sec the 
my darling’s face that | 
me again, night! 


RAVENSWOOD; 


The Raftsmen Of The Delaware. 


bet 
ng eo wel 


WRITTEN POR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST, 
BY BURR THORNBURY. 


CHAPTER XIX. 
IN THE LIBRARY— GONE! 


Mrs. Mon Ty was the first to speak. 
“ What a occurrence |" she said. 
* You,” Dr. Kirke. “‘A dis- 


treasing case, of which its romantic features 
are no mitigation. Who is this Mrs. Wil- 
barton ?” 

“She is a lady whose acquaintance I 
formed years ago in Baltimore. She was 
then known as a widow, the mother of a 
beaatifal child. There was a mystery at- 
tached to her at that time, as I remember; 

whispers of former domestic infe- 

liclty wore afloat concerning her —thou 
her lovable disposition, her unmistakable 
fi t, her s, and her an- 
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impeach able Christian d 


—— -- + —- 


PHILADELPHIA, SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 15, 1873, 











she so evidently desires to avoid. What is | 


| presence of 
| the dear name of wife. 


to be dene ?” 
* Your t could remain secluded 
here until] his removal could be made with 


, and unless one of the servants 


Whether such an 





detraction and won nearly every heart. At- 
tempted defamation of her character— 
there are always those ready to assail by 
word or innunendo, the purest nitation, 
you know, doctor—invariably resulted dis- 

it ly to the slanderer.” 

“I never saw 
P ‘gy rked Dr. Kirke; *‘ and I do 
not doubt that her social and moral quali- 
ties are in accordance with her winning ex- 
terior.” ' 
** You are right,” said Mrs. Mont, ‘ 
who, though fair and false honest, wes ost 
eynical enough to believe the conditions in- 
separable in others. ‘‘A purer, truer wo- 
man does not live.” 

** Did you extend your acquaintance with 
her at the period of your first meeting ?” 

** Yea, as I was about to relate. 


greatly interested in her, and she 
recip te my attach t. I invited her 
to Ravenswood, and she cawe. 





a lady of more refined 








Her sta 


was brief, however; she returned to Balti- | show of 
more, and shortly alterward sailed for Eu-| pitality of my 


rope, where she resided several years—in- 


deed she bat recently left the old world. I | all that is 


met her last winter in New York, after our 
We renewed our 





no one who has once seen her face 
be assured. And now—”" 

Mrs. Montgomery paused. 

**And now,” said Dr. Kirke, taking up 


her words, ‘a strange crisis in her life has fever was raging. I refer to Philip Wayne.” | her, though she feared no 


been reached. She has acknowledged her- 
self to be the wife of the led 





long acquaint. | 
ance, and I again invited her to visit me. | sides 


Bhe cpatgted,, ant thas early came among | tien 

us, She is a most ag bl on, © ! aout dae 

needs to | young gentleman, I should say—not distant 
roved 


I became | so trusted, though William, who 


of the scene in the sitting-room—and to be 


the ob; of im ¢ inquisitiveness 
would intole: to my guest. No, no, 
I presume ashe will to-morrow." 

“Under the circumstances per- 
haps it would be best.” 


| with net one word of farewell to her hus- 


THR BAYT} MEN ® FIRE, 


ang ertere De rane eee een ee | 


whom he had once called by 
He was restless and 
wandering in mind—often he uttered the 
sweet name of Alice, now lovingly, now im- 
ploringly, and then reproachfally. It was 
er nawe, she could almost bear him speak 
it. Mrs, Wilburton inquired as to hia con- 
dition, but she did not express a desire to 
tobim. That indeed the physician would 
evo forbidden. She asked that everything 
might be done for his comfort, and then an- 
d her intention to depart from Ra- 
venswood that morning. 
Her hostess, Irene and the Doctor silently 
acquiesced. Soon, Wearing with her her 
painful secret, she left the island-manor, 





band, with not one word of explanation to 
her friends, but with an anguish in her heart 
that gave her sweet face a look that was an- 
guish to others to behold. 

And thas the lives of these two who once 
in heart had been so clone—then so widely 
separated—then in mere bodily presence so 
near again—were once more divided, and 
bopel oom and mystery shadowed all. 





nored treatment while here, but I cannot do 
“I anderstand you,” said the doctor, 
though he did not by any means, *‘and be- 
iving my closest attention to my pa- 
fou endeavor to procure him a com- 
There is a young man—a 





—who has p himeelf a most faithfal and 
ekilfal nurse on two or three trying ocoa- 
sions some time since—while that terrible 


Mre. Montgomery was 


startled out of all | 
by this oted ait | 








man | Pr a 
broaght here this evening— though I think, | Bring Philip Wayne to Ravenswood at this | 


trom what I have 


that her betray-| time! she thought. 
ing exclamation was an involuntary one, mental exclamation. 


That was her excited 
Two questions then 


wrung from her by the shock and ¢xtreme | instantaneously presented themselves to her | 
surprise of beholding in my patient the per- | mind: Would it do? or would it not do? | 
sou of ber husband. What dreadfal secret | 


can exist between them? She 
regard him with horror. 


which explanation would remove ?” 
** It may be; yet as the sabject is a most 


delicate one, what can we do but remain | proposed 


silent until she speaks?” 
*Do you know anything of the personal 
history of this man who the strange 
mame of Starway?” inquired the doctor, 
"re Mou 
frowned slightly. 

hed heard am menti my 





tion with the eae it | obtained. 


aH! 


more vividly 
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Dr. Kirke was yuite su at the effect 


to of kis words, He knew nothing of the pe | for it would signify that her friend had 


Perhaps some ter- | culiar relations Mies Irene Aiherly sustained fallen into the hands of enemies. Ob, that 
rible misapprehension exists in her mind toward Philip—of which the young man, as | eacape were possible before the blow de- 


we know, was himself ignorant—and had no | 
idea of the ble issues involved in the | 
. He had spoken just as be | 
thought, having in view only what to him 
appeared to be the fitness of the thing. 

**I—I do not know what to say, ' stam- | 
mered Mra. Montgomery in her confusion. 
Bat she immediately recovered herself, and | 


She | saw her out as she said: ‘‘ The services 


of young r. Wayne may not at once be | 
You have heard—you have heard 


of the diss of Friend Williams's 





| 


| 


pists 
Hilt 





yate 

On, true, tried hearts! why did not Heaven 
intervene to save you longer misery? Why 
did not the morning stars that sang together 
once, proclaim the truth, and rejoice again 
at your re-union? 

Ab! what care the immortals for hamani- 
ty?--for one--for two silent, suffering 
hearts? Thus in our doubt we sometimes 
ery, for Heaven seems far away, and the 
Father careless of us ; but wait, patient soula, 
and ye shall yet know all. 


CHAPTER XX. 
FLIGHT. 

Days passed, and Edith Willlama was still 
a prisoner in the dismal swamp. Weary days 
of anxiety and apprehension they were to 
harm, but 
she knew the distreas that her absence caused 
her friends ; knew that aching hearts were 
grieving for her, paining themselves an day 
after day went by, with fresh fears and 
wilder anxieties. 

All this was of course heavy to bear, but 
she was most concerned for the safety of 
Flossa. She dreaded the hour of ber release, 


scended. 

Would Philip Wayne, with a lover's solici- 
tade for the safety of his betrothed, be 
warned by ber own misfortune, and bear the | 
hunted girl beyond the reach of her foes? 


alte woald braye if 


Yet even greater 
if thereby she could 


opportanity offere 
save ber friend. 

At length an occasion arose that tempted 
Ber to make the perilous endeavor. It was 
one of those t hb that neem 
the offering of fortune to relieve us of per- 
pletity when we are in situations of aifti- 
culty or danger; the intervention of Provi- 
dence in our behalf. 

It happened thus to Edith, 

The afternoon was waning, and her grim 
jailoress had commenced the preparation of 
their evening meal, Edith sauntered sadly 
near the door of the but, at times looking 
wistfally toward the borders uf the swamp- 
@urrounded isle on which sho waa, wonder- 
ing in what direction lay the surest path 
therefrom. Then her gaze would be lifted 
to the aky above, gloomy with olouda, yet in 
ite expansion suggestive of the freedom she 
so desired. 

The hoand was near her, watching her as 
if be knew ber thouyhts, turned more strong- 
ly than ever toward escape. 

To the right of the bat, and rather toward 
its rear, was, as Edith had noted before, a 
deep circular excavation in the earth that 
had apparently been dug to obtaln a supply 
of water, but had been abandoned and par- 
tially filled up. Cli around ita edges 
were the remains of last year's weeds, 
and at the bottom was several inches of 
green, offensive water. This Hdith had ob- 
served a day or two before, and she had 
wondered why the noisome hole had not been 
filled up, or at least covered, as it formed « 
dangeroas trap to unwary footsteps. I’roba- 
bly it had been thought by Gaines and his as- 
sociates that strangers were not wanted on 
these secluded premises, and if they came 
the pitfall might be their weloome. 

Edith as she paced listlessly about, again 
approached the uncanoy spot. As she did 
so she was slightly startied by a chipmunk 
darting from the direction of the hut and 
seeking refuge in the brier grown and weed- 
grown sides of tho excavation. The quick- 
eyed blood-hoand, whose attention nuthing 

, saw the movement of the little ani- 
mal, and sprang t seizeit. The agile crea 
tare of course escaped his jaws, aud cha- 
grined at hia failure tw eaten it; the dog 
stood on the brink of the opening, glaring 

erly downward. 

Jdith was still near, She saw the position 
of her most dreaded guard saw her oppo 
tanity to make him a prisoner and with « 
awift, wild leap, ber heart bounding with ex 
citement, she sprang against bim and 
him down the precipice. 

It was the work of an instant, prompted 








In that case the period of her own 6 
ment might be sadly lengthened, but she was 
ready to suffer for the sake of Flossa. 
ith had watched with cautious keenness 
for an opportunity to leave her prison, but 
she had seen little to encou ber to make 
such an attempt. Her aged jailor was dull 
and » as @ companion, but she 
kept a close watch upon her charge, 
by hideous hound. The dog seemed to | 
know that his duty was to prevent the 
escape of the fair girl, and tho she en- 
deavored—in con fear and to 
him and win his affection, he was not to 
seduced. Perhaps with animal instif® he 
divined the real feeling with which she re- 
him, and saw through her gentle hy- 
poomey, ae may have been that he was 
rdened like his master, and had no heart 
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by sudden, wild and daring impulse, and she 
did it before she knew it. She glanced 
downward and saw that the flerce brute 
could not climb the mdes of his prison; she 
looked eagerly toward the hat and assured 
herself that the deed bad been unwitnessed. 
Gaines was away -nv one was there bat the 
aged crone. Now was her eqgeenty. Bo 
suddenly bad a way of escape opened befure 
her that she was for a moment paralyzed by 
the knowledge that a bility of leaving 
the dreary spot was before her. The au 
dacity of her late daring act appalled ber. 
Only for an instant she ined thas. 
Then with noincless haste she flitted toward 
the eactern border of the clearing, taking 





care to herself from the view of the 
bag of the hut. She little feared that indi- 

ual bh; it was the bloodhound she 
had d moat. 


Bhe reached the thicket that fringed the 
p isle, She found « path that guided 





cu the Stank 7 of A at i 

bat failed utterly this time. A = 

grow! was the only response her friendly 
elicited. 


I never acted the hyprocrite before that 
»" she said to herself at last, 
lon, 





ber flying feet from the hated precinct. Hhe 


How svon the dreadfal bay of the bloud- 
bound, extricated from bis prison and ret 
Gpon her track, might reach her ears, she 
did not know she dared not think. 

After her brief, panting pause, she arose 
and reaumed her flight. 

** Oh, God give me strength,” abe prayed, 
“to bear myself from my enemies. For 
the sake of ove more persecuted than I, ena 
ble me to save myself and take ber word of 
warning. Guide my steps aright--let mo 
not stray nor fall!” 

On-—-on she pressed ; over a long atretoh 
of level road, meeting no one to he!p or hin- 
der her; down a steep hillside that led to 
the lowlands of the river, part wood and 
thicket, and deserted fleld. 

Night was descending, dreary starleans 
night, with threatepings of storm. Already 
the rain began to fall, and the gusty sweep 
of the wind drove the tiny drops in hor face 
almost with the force of hail. 

** IT may be lost,” the poor girl thought; 
‘the storm may increase, and no shelter be 
found ; yet I oan endure all if I am only 
permitted to escape at last.” 

She pursued her way, knowing not whither 
she was going, save that she was approach 
ing the river. The country around was 
strangely desolate not a human dwelling 
was to be seen. She was in a section, that 
at the period of which we write, was one of 
the wihdoat of the semi.cultivated regions 
that bordered the Delaware, and to this day 
it remains greatly as it was then. It forms 
the eastern boundary of tho vast swamp, 
from one of the recesses of which our hero - 
ine had escaped, and which at the present 
time affords a refuge to horse-thieves and 
other desperadoes, Edith did not know how 
few her chances were of obtaining aid from 
inhabitants of the district. 

With a heart that bore ap well ander the 
dincouragementa of her position, she still 
hastened on. She ovald now bear the roar 
of the river-waters, and the sound cheered 
her, enllen as it was, for it was « sound that 
whe daily heard at home 

Bat hark! 

Through the gloom that broadened and 
deepened behind her, comes another and a 
terrifying sound, She bears it thoagh she 
does not listen 

It in the dreadful bay of the pursuing 
bloodhound 

“Oh, Chod!” eried Faith, as the hoarse, 
vengeful cry reached her ears * That foar 
ful brate ia on my track. What shall I do? 
He will find me, he will tear ue! Oh, wer 
ciful Heaven save me!” 

Her wild, despairing cries rong through 
the forest depths, Faster than before she 
fled, fur fear gave her now strength, and 
her feet were aluont as awift an thone of the 
flying deer. Heat the efort could not last; 
she could not hope that it would avail her if 
it could lost, for the parsuing monster came 
nearer and pearer 

Despair came apon her; she sank to the 
earth, expecting soca to feel the bet breath 
of ber fue in her face, hin flerce fangs fast 
ened in her fleah. 

Ob, dreadfal fate! 
save ber from it?” 


Was there none to 


CHAPTER XXII. 
THE DEATH SHOT. 


On the sandy shore of the Delaware, and 
in the protecting shadow of a clamp of huge 
trees hi bowed their lofty tops together, 
forming a sort of pillared tent, blazed and 
cracked a fresb-lighted fire. Around it were 
gathered the dusky forma of rough faced 
mon, who, having eaten their simple evening 
meal, wore now engaged in animated social 
exercise story-telling, chat and badinaye. 

They were « party of oar old friends, the 
raftemern. At the moment our attention is 
directed to them a hage, bror sed faced fel 
low has gained the notice of his comr.d-s, 





and is diveanting to them in « beoisterona, 
blatant fashion, anything but refined. His 
aa be sits with the firelight re- 





her eyes while she thas gave her 
moments respite, she placed 
her cars— 





she dared rot | 


vealing his features, would sford « study to 
an ethnologist. A wild, wonderful face is 
his, and one would be puzzled in deciding 
to what possble race or nationality he be- 
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of the trees above us, and I'll be lookin’ to. 
ward me pent-house. Will gh tA 
Dastario? or don't ye object to a wettin’? 
mind me ye've a prejudice aginat wether 
whin whisky is nigh.” 

The man addressed as Bastario was the 
extravagant deolaimer of a few moments 
before. He had taken the Irishman's inter 
ruption in good part - probably the two ware 
on terma of familiarity that admitted of 
snoh rough speech without offence being 

iven. 

** It's my only way of wash letting the 
rain do it,” said the mon . “Bat I'm 
clean enough now to leat a month, and 
ao I'l nook sholter in cane of storm.” 

The two arose and moved off —-an example 
that was followed by the remainder of the 
perty, for the rain now began to fall 

* The dilicate litth dhrops! taere they. 
oome now!" «xolaimed Pat as the first de 
nconded. ‘ That's a pretty sound, and one 
I always liked, but it would plaze me betthor 
to hear it on a roof.” 

** They'll come heavier after awhile, Pat,” 
said one of the raftamen. “ That wind 
means business, and I shouldn't wonder if 
wo had more rain than even a raftaman likew 
to nee.’ 

The men were engaged in making thelr 
quarters on the rafts as comfortable and se 
oure as possible, whea a sound more diamal 
than the stormy wail of the wind waa borne 
toward them from the gloomy forest depths 
It was the bay of the bloodhound parma 
ing the despairing Edith. 

“What's that?” oried Hastario, whose 
sense of hearing appeared to be sharpest. Ho 
paused in a listening attitade, bending his 
ear to ocatoh the sound that the unfavoring 
wind hardly permitted to reach him 

** What do you hear?” asked one of hin 
comrades, attuck by the carnestnoas of hin 
exclamation 

** The bay of a bloodhound,” was the re 
ply, acoompanied with an involuntary shad 
der.as if the alarming sound called ap re 
© Lections of sume dreadful experiences con 
nected therewith. 

“It in coming nearer, 
the raftemen 

** And the devilish creature is on « haman 
acent,” added Bastario, “I know it by the 
ory curse wach brutes, I ve felt their he 
myself ” 

** Who would be flying from sach » par 
aner in these parts, * queried another of the 
raffanen, who seemed te think that the 
thing was logically inipossible 

‘Rat ttell you thet dog is on «a haman 
acont,” p fainted Hastano “Let us know 


‘amid another of 


what it means, Come 
Noatebing a hage pivtel from ite banging 
place on the wide of the raft cabin, be «prany 
aabore, and grasping a fir: -brand, he planged 
through the woods in the direction of the 
eand 
Several of hia comrades followed, each 
with « blezing fire brand in bias bend 
Hastario maintained the lead, thoagh the 
others were close behind him. Hy the 
flaring light of the brand he bore, « look, 
dark, almant demoniacal in its ¢ epreasion, 
might have been seen on his savage, singe 
lar face 
* Let me bat meet him,” he mattered 
“T've a gradge against his kind that aint 
natinfied yet.” 
A few rapid stepa farther, and be paused. 
** He comes! hem near!” he cried. *' Ha! 
what is that?” 
He saw alm at athis feet the fallen, sense 
leas fo rm of Edith. 
* Moeretfal Heeven! A woman !—a fair, 
young creatare!” Bat ne had no time to 
stoop to her and examine her condition. 
| The tloothound, with a ory like one of the 
| Faries, came tarsting throagh the wood. 
| The hideons brate met with a weloome be 
| little expected. 

There was a sharp, quick report, a bowl 
of pain, end an exclamation of vindictive 
triamph, The bloodhound fell dead, and 

| the avenger turned to the fair being he had 
saved from a borrthle death. 

Hia comrades had now come up, and 

amased, horrified and pitying they gased 
ppon ber 


* Saints in Heaven!” cried Pat McNally, 
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te her, me lade, gintle like, for I can't 

* Mie does not hear, she is nigh dead with 
fright” 

“Laft ber ap, men, end bear ber from 


aad way she's in, bet it is better than to be 
infernal dog Are you sure 








shortly revived from her ewoon of 
Bbe looked wildiy around and be 
the confusion of a waking 
the pictareeque forme of her pre 
the glowing camp-Gre, and the 
shadows encireling it 
of wooderiag juestion 
slarmed, fair lady,” 
te an assuring, sympathetic 
That savage brate 
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ber,” she eaid, with a fear 
“I sank to the earth, bope 


it 
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under the | hour at which to arrive! I 


d | weary eyes, a 


iz 


favorite 
* I'm the jintleman at your service, Miss,” 
" And might ye be knowin’ | 


Dedith amuiled (eo mannee of tho man wes} 
* comically earnest as she said 
home that Flossa was re 


Nee i there ei fll unieas 
** Heaven blias her |" interrupted the en 


* Ualees,” poreued Edith, gravely, ‘* evil 
She has bitter enemies, 
and it was she, and not myself, who was to 
have been stolen “ 

“The Naints be to as! 
dum") mane to aay 
hes found her ont!” 
Peiriok, and they have dis 
they made in seizing 
me. I fear that imminent peril threatens 
Piowme agen Bhe may be ia their hands 
alread 


7. 

“@ Patrick bilp her! 
comes of her lavin the protiction of ber biat 
here wae thet broth 


im murtherin thaves 





‘Oh, Patrick, we were 
we did not think of danger ; 
the belief that Flossas ebhereabouts would 





* Dat ye shouldnt have relied, 
Gate the waret sort of lyin’ 1 do belave 
Vet was thinking of bie own over cont 
dence ob & previews cocasion 
Bat may be there's time to ciroumvint 
thi evil ones yet, he added 





* Toat te what I was thinking o 
“How far ie tt to Havens 


Te Kavenseuod !" 
I named that place beoanse I thouybt it 
womld be known to raflanen, aad my bome 


* Vea, pie, | enderstand 
eaptin, to the tdaud 

fe addressed the question to one of bia 
compades eho was well informed as to the 
distance bet ween various points on the river 


sixbed Etith to herself, thoagh 
© words were beard by the others 

* Vow @tll not be able to reach your home 
tomaght, Muss, said he who bh 
Areewed as captain 


The distance i+ con 
erderatie, the road i+ strange, bight aod 
storm are apon as, aod you are il fitted for 
If you remain antl 


Me apoke kindly and reepectfull 
Biith looked perplered and di 
You sarely do not doubt our honesty 
abe erclaimed earmently 

“ Fou will be aseafe with us asin yourown 
home. Of ovurse you will not fad it a com- 
we oan arrange tolerable ac 
for you We rafiemen are 
ged to camp out, even in a 


ne oa eee 
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would see home end frieods agaia. Troa!:! 
yet joyfal; feartal, yet bopefal, she f 


(te 8B ComrixumD. ) 


UNDER THE CLOAK. 


BY RHODA BROUGHTON 


If there be « thing ia the world that my 
soul hateth, it ts yy night journey by 
rel la the old coaching days I do not 
think that I should have minded it, passing 
ewiftly through « summer night on the top 
of « speedy coach, with the star arch black 
blue abowe one's head, the sweet emell of 
earth, and ber nsumberless flowers and 
grasses in one's nostrila, and the pleasant 
trot, trot, trot, trot, of the fvar strong 
horses in one sears. Hat by railway! ina 
little stufly compartment, with nothing to 
amuse you if you keep awake with « dim 
lamp ing above you, tantalizing you 
with the that you can read by its light, 
end when you try, satisfactorily proving to 
you that you cannot, and, if you sleep, 
breaking your neck, or at least stifening it, 
by the brutal arrangement of the hard 
cushions, These thoughts pass sulkily and 
rebellionsly through my head as I sit in my 
aslon in the Kew at Geneva, on the after 
noon of the fine autumn day on which, in ao 
evil hour, I have settled to take my place in 
the night train for Paris, I have put of 
going an long as I can 

I like Cheneva, and am leaving some 
sant and congenial friends, bat now, 
must My husband is to meet me 
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| etation in Paris at sit o'clock to-morrow | 


morning. Six o'clock! what « 


ana 
a 1 look J pe | 
the with an air of anticipative 
| Yea, | look trim and spruce enoagh now 
not disagresable object, perhaps —with 
| heir, quick and alert eyes, and tip 
| eheeks, Alas! at sit o'cloek to-morrow 
| morning what « diferent tale there will be 
to tell! Dishevelled, dusty looka, half 


and a green. 
ovlored ovantenance 
I turn away with « pettish gesture, and 
| reflecting that at least there is no wiadom in 
living my miseries twice over, 1 go down- 
| stair, and get into the hired 
| which awaite me. My maid 
| with the luggage. I give stricter injanctions 
than ordinary to my msid never for one 
moment to lose her bold of the dreasing- 
ease which containa, as it 


i 


a certain costly and beautiful Dreaden china 


and gold Louis Quatorse olook, which I am | 
| ont. Yea, both my feet are on it. 
The 


carrying home as « present to my people. 
| We reach the station, and I st 
take myself to the Aint.clane mt/ dattente, 
there to remain penned up till the officials 
undo the gates of purgatory and release us 

an arr ment eben wiadom I have yet to 
learn x os are ten minates to spare, and 
the seilc in Ailing faller and fuller every wo- 


ment. Obiefly my countrymen, country- 
women and country children, nuing to 
troop home to their partridges look oa 


riouwly round at them, speculating as to 
which of them will be my companion or 
ovum panions through the night 

There are no very unusual types = girls in 
sailor bate and blonde hair-fringes, — 
minded old maida in painstakingly ugly 
waterproofs, baldiah fathers; fattian mo- 
there, a German or two, with prominent 
pale eyes and spectacios, I have just de 
cided on the companions I should prefer, a 
large young man, who belongs to nobody, 
and looks a if he apent most of his life in 
langhing alas! be is not likely’ he is sure 
to want to amoke!- and « handsome and 
prosperous looking young couple. They are 
more likely, as very probably, io the mans 
oane, the bride love will overcome the cigar. 
love. The porter comes up. The key tarns 
in the look, the doors open. At fret I am 
standing close to them, flattening my nose 
against the glass, and looking out on the 
pavement, bat as the passengers become 
more pamerous, | withdraw from my promi 
nent position, anticipating a rush for oar 
riages, I hate and dread exceedingly a 
orowd, and woald much prefer at any me 
to mine my train rather than be squeezed 
and jostled by one. In consequence, my 
mail and | are almow the last people to 
emerge, and have the last and worst choice 
of seata, We ran along the train looking 
in, the footman, my maid, and I. Fall 
fall everywhere ! 

** De asks the guar. 

**Oertainly not! Neither * JAgmes aeules 
nor’ Pumewrs, bat if Ll must be one or the 
wither, * F 

1 am growing nervous, when 1 see the 
footman, who i a little ahead of ua, stand 
ing with an open carriage door in his band, 
aud signing te as to make haste. Ab! it ts 
ell right! af always comes right when one 
does not fuss ones self 

Dienty of room here m 

Uemen 
I pat my foot on the high step and olim) 

Kather unoivil of thet eo gentlemen | 
peither of them offers to help me; but they 
are not looking this way, I suppose. ** Mind 
the dressing case 1 ory nevously, as I 
stretch oat my hand to help the maid Watson 
up. The man pashes her from behind, in 
she comes dressing case, clock, and al! 
llere we are for the night! 

lam so busy and amased looking out of 
the window, seeing the different parties bid 
ding thetr friends gow! bye, and watobing 
@ith indignation the barbaric and malicious 
manner in which the 
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pleasant party at the house we are 

for shooting? To whom in Paris 

for my gown? Worth? No, Worth is be 

youd me. There | leave the futare, and go 
to 


j 
to 





of bie travelling bag, has poured some of its 
contents into a glass, and is putting it to his | 


lips. It re as if-and, at the time it 
happens, ve no manner of doabt that be 
is drinkin, Then I feel that he is address 
ing me. look ap toward him , he is hold 


ing oat the phial to me, and saying | 
‘May I take the liberty of offering ma 
dame some ?" 
“No, thank you, monsiear!” I anewer, 
shaking my b hastily, and speaking rather 
abraptly re is nothing that I dislike more 
than being offered strange eatables or drink. 
ables in a train, or a strange byma-book in 
obarebh 
He smiles politely, and then adds 
‘Perhaps the officer lady might be per 
suaded to take « little?” | 
air, I'm mach obliged to | 
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outaide is darkening uick- 
ly now; our dim lam 
sert ita importance. 





ia beginning to as- 
till the men read. I 


feel « sensation of irritation, What can they | should 


mean by it? It is utterly impossible that | 
they oan deciper the small print of the Times 
by this feeble shaky glimmer. 

As | am so tBinking, the one who bad be. | 
fore spoken lays down his paper, folda it ap 
and deposits it on the seat beside him. Then, | 
drawing his little bottle out of hia bag g | 
seovad time, drinks, or seems to drink, from | 
it. Then he again taros to me | 
** Madame will pardon me; batif madame | 

ould be induced to try a little of this. it ia! 
a cordial of a most refreshing and inviyorat- 

ing description, and if she will have the | 
awisbility to allow me to say so, ma lame | 
looks faint.” | 

What can he mean by this urgency? /s it 
pure politeness’ I wish it were nut grow. | 
ing so dark These thoughts ran through | 
my bead asl hesitate for an instent what 
anewer to make. Then an idea ocours to 
me, and I manufacture a civil emile and say, 
* Thank you very mach, monsieur' I ama 
little faint, as you observe. I thiok I will 
avail myself of your obliging offer,” Bo aay- 
ing, 1 take the glass and touch it with m 
lips. I give you my word of honor that I 
do not think I did more; I did not mean to 
swallow a drop, bat I suppor I must have 
done so, He smiles with a yratified air 

** The other lady will now, perhaps, follow 
your example?" 

Ky this time Lam beginntog to feel tho 
roughly ancomfortable ; «iy, [should be paz. | 
sled to explain. What i« this cordial that 
he is so eager to urge upon us? Though 
determined pot to sabject myers to ite in. | 
fluence, I must see its «fects upon another 
person. Rather brutal of me, perhaps ; 
rather in the epirit of the anatomis!, who, in 
the interest of science, tortures live dogs 
and cate, bat Tam telling you fucts—not 
what I ought to have done, bat what I did 
I make a sign to Watson to drink some 
She obeys, nothing loath. She haa been 
working bard all day, paccing and getting 
under way, and she is tired. There is no 
leigning about her! She has emptied the 
ae tow to mee what comes of it—what 
beppensto my livedag. The bottle is replaced 
in the bag; stil we are racing on, aad on, 
past the bills and flelds end villages. How 
indistinot they are all growing’ I turn 
back from the contemplation of the outside 
view to the inside one. Why, the woman is 
asleep already! her obhin baried in her chest, 
her moath half open, looking exceedingly 
imbecile and 7 plain, as most people, 
when asleep out of bed, do look. A nice in. 
vigorating potion, indeed’ I wish to heaven 
that I bad gone aur fumewrs, or even with 





‘that cavaloade of narsery maids and an. | 


wholesome-looking babies aur dames sev lea, 
next door. At all events, 1 am not at all | 
sleepy myself—that is a blessing. I shall 
see what happens. 
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beck 
hardly penetrates, 


letely be 
in my ef 
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(ireat heavens! What is g sing to happes 
to me? what shall I do? how mach of bim 
in real? where are his res! hands! what is 
The fur 

I draw 
try 
ie to 
Bat alas! to what good? How 
abeclately and utterly powerless | am! How 


fone on under that awful cloak? 
vorder touches me asl ait by him. 
convulsively and shrinkingly away, and 


entirely at their mercy’ 

Watson still sleeping swinish) 

“Tp te me. ball rd 
r? 


arouse the man to em 


night I suppose they are 


later op eens 
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As I am eo thinking one of the men looks, 
or I imagine that he looks, rather curiously 
toward me. Ina paroxysm of fear lest they 
read on my face the signs of the 
agony of terror I am enduring, I throw my 


pooket-handkerchicf--a very fine oambrio | 


one —over my face. 

And now, oh, reader! Iam going to tell 
you something which [ am sure you will not 
believe; I can hardly believe it myself ; 
bat as I so lie, ite the tumalt of my 
mind —despite the chilly terror which seems 
to be nambing my feelings—in the midat of 
it all a drowsiness keeps stealing over me. 
I am now convinced either that vile poti 
must have been of extraordinary cmaghh, 
or that I, through the shaking of the car- 

or the ansteadiness of my hand, car- 
r more to my mouth and swallowed more 

I did not mean to swallow any 
tended, for—you will hardly credit it, bat 
I fell asleep! 

. . . 

When I awake—awake with a bewildered, 
mixed sense of having been a long time 
asleep—of not knowing whore I am—and of 
having some great dread and horror on my 
mind —awake and look around, the dawn is 
breaking. I shiver with the chilly sense- 
tion that the coming of even a warm day 
brings, and look around, still half unoon- 
sciously, in a misty way. Bat what has 
happened? How ewpty the carriage is! 


The dreasing-caseisgone! the clock is gove! | 


the man who sat nearly opposite me is gone! 
Watson ts gone” Bat the man in the cloak 
and the wax hands still sits beside me ; still 
the hands are holding the r; still the 
far is touching me. Good God ! I em 
tte d-téle with him! A feeling of the most 


appalling desolat on and despair comes over | 


me-—vanquishes me utterly. 
hands to, r frantically, and, still looking 
at the dim form besi me, groan out 

** Well! I did not think that Watson would 
have forsaken me!" Instantly, a sort of 
movement and shiver rans through the 
figure, the newspaper drops from the hands, 
which, however, continne to be still held 
ont in the same } 0.ition, an if still grasping 
it, and behind tle newspaper, I see, by the 
dim morning light and the diw lamp. gleams, 
that there is no real face, buta mask. A 
sort of choked sound is coming from be- 
hind the mask. Shivers of cold fear are 
running over me. 
know what gave me the despairing courage 
to do it, bat before I know what I am doing, 
I find myself tearing at the cloak — tearing 
away the mask—tearing away the hancs. It 
wonld be better to find anything underneath 

Satan himeelf—a horrible dead body- 


I clasp my 


anything, sooner than submit any longer to | 


this hideous mystery. And Iam rewarded. 
When the cloak lies at the bottom of the 
carriage—when the mask, and false hands 
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try to wake 
Bat to whatend? She being under 
the influence of that vile drug. my efforts 
| will certainly be useless, and will probably 
y violence against 
the course of the 
pretty sure to mar. 
me, bat I had rather that it should be 
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| dreas sinoe I wrote. 





Never to thie day shall I | 
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A LUCKY MISTAKE. 


7 WITTER FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING Poet, 


BY DAISY BURNS. 


It was an event everybody, 
Aunt Mat down to our cook, ex 


2° some time. One day George came 
| into my room —we were grown then—be was 


twenty-one and I seventeen. 


“Mabel,” be said, “you are going up to 
visit your Aant Noe next week. Sappose I 
go with you, and we'll have a quiet wedding, 

| then come back and surprise the folks. 


“Oh, George, that would be jolly. 


| Won't it be fun, though! 
| runaway match, ian't it?—®so like a story?" 

* You are willing, then ?” 

** Why. yen, it will be awful nice.” 

Bo, one bright summer mornin 
and I stood on the platform at 


thinking it was George, 
without looking up, and in a 
in 


didn't go near Leaton, where my aunt lived 


I eaw that every face was strange, so I 


bowed m 


— he sat down by me. 
" you are going. I'll take 


care of you. 
“Why, George and 1 were going up to 
Leaton. My Aunt Bue Roberts lives there. 
We were going to be married there, and 
& secret, and—and—”" 

** Well—well, George will soon find you, 
then the wedding can take place ; but 
sister in the pi ing car—she 
the next station. I will go see her 
her friends, then retarn to 
Pp; we can take a back at Pail- 
your aunt's by seven o'clock 


heartily. 

*: There's been a double mistake,” he said, 
Mag 4 ny 4 atopped at place think - 
ing it ber destination, but ‘ll take care of 
herself I'm sure.” He brought me oranges, 
apples, eto. I could scarcely cat them for 
looking at him, be was so handsome with his 


| great brown eyes and waving hair—dear old 


. Well, at last we reached Pailton, then 


he found ber? why sittin 
my Aunt Mat's parior ~ 

singing to George. es, 
when 


first place, then he came all 
Leaton to bring me my pocketbook. I 
to George I was not ready to marry 
got ~~! wedding dress made, so he 
come, but instead went up to C-— to 
with some You see Tremaine 
was at © -, bat, of course, G: went 
there to fish. Well, Dick taped ob Lenten 
long while but Ar waan't fishing. I was hav- 
ing a real fine time going to balla, theatres, 
etc., with Dick, wee one day in walked 
George. 

**Mabel,” be said, and he did look so 
sheepish, ‘‘ if your dress is ready I suppose 
we might as well have the wedding over.” 

** Oh, George, I've never thought of the 
I forgot it entirely.” 

‘Why, Mabel!" Just at that moment, I 
don't see why, but Richard Tremaine's face 
would stay right before my eyes all the time. 
I looked up at George, he looked as if he was 
awaiting bis death-warrant; then burst into 
a langh. 

** George,” I said, ‘suppose you and I 
don't marry.” 

** What dia you say, Mabel ?” 

** Why—why don't let's youand I marry, 
I don't care to.” 

** Are you serious ?” 

** Never was more so in my life.” 

Well, the boy really danced. I never saw 


EE! 


; 0 fellow in such glee, be threw his arms 


around, kissed me again and again, and 


while he hauled me around the room in this | 
fashion told me I was the best girl in the | 


world, but he did love Agnes Tremaine best, 


| and he couldn't help it. 
When George found be was free be went | 
| straight to Agnes, and I, well I sat down and 


hada laugh ; and just then Dick came 


merriment, [ told him all, and he said—but 


| I'm not going to tell what be said, suffice it 
| to say my nawe is Mabel Tremaine now, and 


Dick is my husband. And I say again wasn't 
that a lucky mistake, for“f it hadn't been 


for that ld have been George's wife, and I | 
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We 
won't say a word to Anut Mat abont it. 
It's most like a 


. George 

depot, |" 
| ready to start. The train came puffing up. | 1... 

I was eager to start; so, when I heard a | 


voice say, ‘Here, give me 


hand,” J, | 
= ae | subject to uncontrollable fits of love 
the car. The door slammed and the train |. ony 
flew on. I looked around for George, bat | @ The int 
| alas! there was no Geo there, and I saw 


wil] | in @ moment this was wrong train; it 





February 15, 1873. 


ITEMS OF INTEREST. 
<@ “To dye, to sleep,” asthe young 
sais abe ditlaed her mad forthe night 
A Maine s t . 
formance by ile to Geen ad 
@ A Connecticut woman will celebrate a 
tin divorce, and more would be glad to. 
@ The very latest. is love like a 
Beotch plaid? Because it is all staff and 
&@ A young lady at Greenville, Tennes- 
see, recently presented her lover with an 


- 





5 
the snow don't ~ it up. The pectabitny 
will be a dog ander the drift, 
he may object to f ‘f 


‘ your ty. 

“@ “ Why Did He Not Die?” ia the title 
of a new novel. We have not read the 
conundrum, but believe the answer to be, 
becanse he refased to take bix medicine. 

“@ A Montgomery county farmer reck- 
leasly publishes the following challenge: ‘* I 
will bet #42 25 that my hired man can take 
| longer to go the harvest-field, get back to 

dinner quicker, eat more, do leas, and bear 

down harder on « panel of the fence, then 
any other hired man within fifteen miles of 
the flag.steff in Norristown.” 

S@ A lad in Michigan did not believe half 
| the stories he heard of nitro-glycerine and 
| kicked can just forfan. He has learned 
| to hop about on one foot quite well, but has 
| given op base ball and tag. 


promise suit, pleaded that bis client was 
accompanied by a morbid dislike to 
ia talked 


Aal 





Aneti of g 


It ia expected that these li 
gliding over the canal or river w 


, in speaking of 
brother ink-slinger, ~ ** He is ooung 
but he can sit at his desk and brush the 
webs from the ceiling with his ears.” 

@ One of the Oneida Community 
embezzled two dollars was put ander the 
pamp for half an hour, bis head shaved, and 
be was then dismissed from the neighbor- 


&@ A Poorian threatens to sue the city be- 
cause there ien't any other sort of sewer in 
his street. — World. 

© It in said thet Richard IIL. must have 
been a prohibitionist, because he stopped 
wy Ay al 

The baby hippopotamus in London 
hes no teeth, and an iron foundry 
about to cast him a set of 
until his own come. 

@@ An Indiana woman 
down-stairs and broke his 
im that it was her husband. 

The lovers of pork in New 
are happy in the knowledge that there are 
about 1,000 more pigs than human 
“anes 

re was o little parliamen’ 
quasten te tho Fieshén Setete the other tan 
in the course of which the President pre 
tem. was knocked down by an honorable 
member. In the language of the local re- 
porter, ‘‘the President actually flew into 
his wig, glass eye and false teeth 
Sen. 


@ A skilfal Nimrod of Wheatland, Mo., 
saw a rabbit ran into a hollow log, and took 
it into his head to crawl after it. When he 
had got inside the log 
hill. On arrivin 
siderably bru: 
after all. 

@ In einaserte, this winter, they wear 
coverings on their noses. In the language 
of those Far-Westers, the coverings are 
known as ‘* bugle- . 

S@ A well-built woman is probably she of 
the alabaster neck, marble toe and areh 
—— ion. 

A man in Vinton, Iowa, recéntly sued 
sixty-one of bis neighbors in a ingle day, 
and thinks his time will now be pleasantly 
— throngh the winter. 

The poet of the Lynchburg News 
hasn't been particularly lucky. In ag ode 
to his girl, he says, ‘‘ Keen is your sorrow, 
but keener is my grief." The compositor, 
who lost his undermost nickel on the top 
row, the night before, set up, ‘‘ but kene ia 
my grief.” 

S@ A Pennsylvania woman who has for 
two years been afflicted by the cancer, and 


and didn't catch the rabbit 





when he asked me the canse of such | 





has been treated by eminent physicians with- 
ont obteining relief, deemed ta stranger 
came to her house and gave her some medi- 
cines, saying that they would effectually 
cure her. Next day, on going to the door 
and looking out, she saw the identical man 
of ber dream approaching the house. He 
offered her a bottle of medicine to cure her 
cancer. She took it, followed his directions, 
and is now—as bad as ever, 


rican schooner at New York and hid away 
on a New Bedford steamer, came so nea 


fis ‘* narrative” must be a painful one. 
S@ Western audiences are thronging 
hear one of Brigham Young's disappoi 
brides lecture on the difference between 
what her former days were and her latter 
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“AFTER MANY DAYS. i 
ap 
tithes Darien wes cenaving low tere 


ir com y with three or four 
Erskine & 


eM 
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E* Eg 


wice looked up from | 
te speak to him, | 


i 


undis- | that is all. 
" and then 


tarbed. | Oh, ee : 

It was very quiet in the office even the | came a little of teara, and Lacy thought 
sounded subdued and | herself very herd-bearted indeed tv say any- 
hashed, bat saddenly the figure by the far- | thing u t to such a friendless, geo 
into life; the book fell | little who had no one to direct or 
floor with a crash; the front legs of | caution her. 
tilted chair came down squarely, and | dearie,” she said, lifting 

the quivering 


head 
ali right. Dan tery about it--once 
much harm. Now dont, Marah 


i 


wn, 
away, walking beside 
much more gracefal, and then quickening 
his pace a little he joined the two. 

**T was just starting away,” he said, after | of rouge hidden 
the first . * Was I not fortunate | trank mi 
that I saw you from the window ia time to thick oa 
secure company for a portion of my walk.” | ribbon, and Ler muslin dress fitted her to 

It was to Lucy Erukine, the taller of the | pertection—no wonder Arthur was resigned 
two, to whom he spoke, and it was by her | to the idea of being entertained by her. 
side that he walked, bat the dark-e girl “Tl om sorry for Lacy,” he 5 “bat I 
knew that it was ber smile that bad brought think we can have a pleasant evening. Don't 
him there, and was satisfied. you, little one?” and Marab's eyes answered 

**Just the time for a drive,” he said, as | for her. 
they stood for a moment on the steps of | * You mast promise to obey me, though,” 
Lacy's home. ‘ Thank you, no, Lucy. I'll | stipulated the young gentleman, ** and I am 
not come in. If I come around in half | «terrible tyrant. Aren't you afraid ?” 
an boar will yoa ride with me, Marah?—its | **No—not of you—" re was a little 
useless to ask you, Lacy. 1 kaow it from | stress on the last word which meant a great 

nce outside the city, riding along the | * You 
quiet coantry roads with Marah King by bis | Marah laughed. ** Yuu like my singing?” 
side, Arthar Dayton would not have changed | she said. ‘1 am very glad,” and then she 
i with any one in the world. Whenever | sat down without hesitation or excuse and 

took Lucy to ride she was fall of worries | began to play 
and alarm; she viewed his fiery colt with A learned 
rT and evidently had not implicit |.cam plish any’ in life without being 
faith in the skill of her charioteer; bat Marab | sure of two thi ;—her own excellences 
was entirely diferent. She was neither aad her own de cies.” Marah under- 
afraid of the horse nor its driver. The faster | stood both perfectiy. She knew that she 
he drove the better she enjoyed it, and when | was deficient in many things, but she also 
they were outside of the ity where there knew her own ** good points” thoroughly 
was no one tc see, ahe had the most charm- | She knew her eyes were ne, and cho Snow 
ing little way of nestling close to him and | how to manage them ; she ew her teeth 
slipping her handa into his pockets to inves- | were perfect, aud she smiled often; and ahe 





ise ?-—sing for me then.” 


‘writer has said, ‘‘ No woman 








tigate their contents. | knew that she appeared at her very best 
He was not ‘‘in love” with her at all, but | when ng—therefure she sang. 7 
he was in just that state of mind when a lit-| Her 


tle push one way or the other would be de- | able, her playing would not endure criti 
cisive. Toey had been children together, | cism, but all the actress-talent which her 
not two months difference in their ages, and | poor dead mother had bequeathed her came 
had quarrelled and made u in, after the | to vipw as she sang. 

time-honored fashion of children, until her It was a gay tittle air which she chose first, 
a Peg my ye had moved | one that fitted well her ringing voice— full 
to the ng her m. 
; That wen eight yearsago,and vow Marah was | « rollicking drinking song, and then, with a 








niless, with only herself to depend upon. | played a soft prelude, and with a tenderness | 80d straightway they touk her affairs into | | 4 happy after what she had done 


Had it not been for Lucy Erakine’s warm | in her voice and manner which he had never 
friendship and urgent invitation to stay | seen before she sang : 

with her daring the summer, Marah would “Oh! loving Seti ata 

hardly have known which way to taro; as it Ub, tender So cane and wee, 

was, she was enjoying her visit to the ut- Oh, claspiug bands—etill hoid me close, 

most and shutting her eyes to the dreary fu- | ‘This earth is heaven, love, with you. 


tanto ea Aa wd ~< to| —“ Mleeping I dreamed that you were changed, 


That you had grown both stern and ould, 
teach —not even those things which she aunder- ven ae not, Uh, love, the pain 


ef dream can ue'er be told! 


stood and liked herself ; hed no relations 

to help ber, and she was no beauty who * But you are here—no cloud has dimmed 
would have her hands full of offers, and who Che Jovelight in your sou'ful eyes; 
coald sell her beauty for wealth. It was a T. pa fo y~ ae pans 


There were tears in her eyes as she ceased, 
letting her hands fall into her lap in a tired, 
way, (a tery good actress was this 





cbildishness which had attracted Arthur Day- 

ton to her at the first of his visits. At their 

first , alone in the quiet little morn- | by a little laugh from Arthur. 

ing-room at Lucy's, she had seemed to en- | grated on Marah cruelly—wshe had expected 
tirely forget the years which had passed and some so different. She did not know 
to look upon him only as the boy with whom | that, boy.like, Arthar strove to conceal any 
abe had played and quarrelled 


airy indifference. ) 

**You shall not sing me 
leading her to a seat on a li 
him. ‘‘ Youare not like yourself to-night. 


** Why, Arthar,” she had said simply, and 
—a kind of half-disappointment 
in her eyes, as he ~ her Sie 4 
with » laughing ogy, stoop ina ° 
After that there could be no affectation of | What is the matter ?’ 
reserve between them, and it ws very plea- | ‘* Nothing,” answered Marah; ‘ only—" 
sant to Arthur to be teased, and scolded, and = ‘‘ Only what?” he demanded, pao pr 
and looked up to as he was by her. | with much confusion and hesitation abe told 
Lacy was « beauty, fair and ledy-like, but | what hed happened the previous night: ex- 
she was gentle an* ~7'ct, self-repressed and | aggerating here, an«! diminishing there, until 
undemonstrative, while Marah with her | it really seemed as though Lucy had been 
saucy, not-at-all-pretty-face, her butterfly very harsh and severe. 
ways, her obildish of “the pro-| ** Not that she me«n/to hurt my feolings,” 


| emotion he might feel by an appearance of 


more,” he said, 








prieties,” and ber evident liking for himself | said Marah, raising her handkerchief to ber | that her engagement to Arthur Dayton was | 


eyes, ‘* bat she don't understand me—no 


was very charming to him. 
7 one does. I feel as though I hadn't a friend 


was boyish as yet, despite his 
ae Bp twenty-one—and as it is | in the world but you, Arthur, and I th 
most of as at that time, he believed in —I would ask you—if it wasso very naughty 
y—he never thought | —and ask you—please not to do it again.” 

There was asbarp, straight line on Arthar's 


fii 
ai 


spoken @ vain, and his handsome eyes had 


woald undoubtedly have « steady gleam iu them which was not plea- 
sant to see, but he answered her with a laugh. 
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tremendously 
which had | Never 


a hia at all, 
cad wiithal | N 


mind, little one, it was not wrong 
Bat I won't do itagain. Don't worry.” 

ty as it was, it must be confessed 
at that moment felt a strong 


to box the speaker's cars dly. 
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y- 
, ashing deeply, even to her 
fair heir, answered almost sharply, 

“Oh, Arthar! it is who are unjost. 
Who ise Marah, that should tarp you 


| ” yee say koew—" She canght her breath 
so ly and stopped, biting ber a = 
vously, while the hot Gash died away, leaving 


ber — pale. 
“If Lonly knew what, Lacy?" He tarned 
upon 


her in his boyishly impatient way. 
| ** Explain, if you please.” 

Doren moment Lacy Erskine was tempted 
to lift the veil and show him Marsh's true 
character as it had been revealed to her 
daring the past summer. For one moment 
she was tempted to tell of ber little hypo- 
critical ways, ber utter selfishness, her 
‘*white lies,” the many little sins and de- 
ceptions of her every-day life, but that 
temptation was only momen ** Poor 
little thing! 


" thought Lacy, “ 


“T do mot think,” she said quietly, “* that 
you know Marah I am afraid —” 


——-y 

, if you see me 
know a Sone bat I 
enough to tr to me.” 

Do you mean it?” sald Lacy, looking at 
him earnestly, almost appealingly. “ Are 
you in earnest ?” 

** Yes,” he anewered, “I mean it,” and 
she knew from his voice thathe did. Marah's 
** little ” bad failed completely, bat 
this talk with had been decisive; his 
boyish vanity and bad taken alarm 
at even the thought of advice or dictation, 
and be had determined to assert his own 
manliness at once. 

we him ber hand. ‘I 


Lacy rose and 
am very \y said simply, ‘* but I 
j happy. 
ars beart amote him as he looked 


- ~ ‘ou will 
down at her. Dim visions of the old obi!dish 
days came back to him—days when Lucy 
aad Marah hed been his playmates, and he 
faintly remembered that it was always Lacy 
—*# -baired little Lacy—who had given 
we Lewd + ny to spoil and her to 
maltreat, while Marah had often 
against bis authority and defended ber pos- 
sessions from his inroads with spirit and 
. It was Lacy who cried when he out 
his fingers, and geve him her wee ‘ bank. 
fish” to bandage his Pedy oye | 
of these things, he was heartily sorry he ha 
been so hareh toward her. 

**I wish you could say somethi 
cheering for the sake of old times, Lavy,” 
he said, ** bat for old times’ sake take this,” 
and he bent and kissed ber lips. 

She | not blash or frown ; she took it as 
he gave®, ‘for old times’ sake.” 

““[ wish I could,” she answered, and then 
he went away, and Lacy, 
room, looked at Marah as 
rouge and powder , and ber sallow face 
looking sharp and thin against the white 
pillows—looked at her long and earnestly, 


**We will net talk of it | 
you needn't sol 
ber—I may not 





and then sin upon her knees, prayed — 
not for herself—bat for Arthur the girl 
he bad chosen for his wife. 


And when, a day or two after, Marah 
came to her with story of her engage 
ment, she held ber close and kissed her. 
‘* Make him happy, Marah," she said. ** 





oe was good, although -. remark. | true to yourself and him in all things, even 


the least, and (lod bless you.” 

After her engagement, of course Marab's 
‘taking care of herself” was not w be 
thought of. She was to be married early in 
the spring—Arthur would have it so, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Erskine would not hear to her 


{ bright little trills and ri —the ng away until then. 
le aati ihe: The poor little thing has not a relation | 


, almost pen- | whimsical change from gay to grave, she | in the world to help her,” Luey bad said, almost hated Mareh for rooming so bright 


| their own hands. pos 
** You mast stay and be another daughter | for Marab, but for Lacy. 


| to us this winter,” said Mrs. Erskine in ber | 


| kind way. ‘It will be very ploasant for all 
| of us, and you ongut to see a little of society 
| before you make your appearance as & 
| bride.” 
| teatations of gratitude, stayed. 
It was a very pleasant siteation in whi 
Marah found herself, and at present there 
seemed not a cload in sight; engaged to 
| Arthur Dayton, who, if not extraordinarily 
| wealthy, had yet money enough to make life 
| very plscsent and with a brilliant winter 
before her, with Mra, Erskine for a chape 


rene, what could she ask for more? 





This winter was the beginning of a new 


litle Marah.) and fur a moment there was | life to Marah. Under Mra. Erskine’ care, 
absolute silence-in the room, broken at last | Lacy and she went to balls, parties, concerts 
(That laugh | and operas without number, and even Lacy 
gay manner 


the old af- | 


was surprised at the change this 

of living made in her friend. 
Bhe developed wonderfully 

fectation of shyness was laid aside com- 


| pletely, and before the first month of the 


* engaged” 
| after a little 


seasou was over, she had established a repu | 
ttle sofa beside | tation for brilliancy and csprit which was | 


sowetbing surprising. At first she seemed 
contented with this, and kept demurely be 
side Mrs. Erakine, acting her part of an 


could pot help seeing that Marah was a little 
inclined, notwithstanding her engagement, 
to flirt. 


The trath was Marab was becoming more | 


and more convinced, as the days went by, 


| a great mistake on her part. When she had 


bt | 
| tapities” to the utmost. 


| forehead which showed that Marab had not | 


first come to Windbam she bad come with a 
firm determination to “improve her oppor 
6 idea of work 
unplea- 
er mind 
the only 
and so 


ing for her own support was a ver 
sant one, and she had made ob 
that she would do po such thing 
alternative in her case was warr 


| this child-like lithe Marah had deliberately 


“Bo Lacy bas been scolding, has she? 


set herself to work to accomplish this. Her 
engagement to Arthar Dayton had been a 


| great relief to her at the time, for she had 


| 
i 
} 
' 
' 
| 


almost begun to despair, but now—after a 
few weeks of uncertainty, she waa quite 
eure that she cvald, in worldly parlance, 
** have done very mach better fur herself.” 
Lacy saw this change in Marah very clear 


| ly, for the little schemer had long ago failed 
| to deceive or humbug ber in the least, and 


secoing it, she was ly troubled thereby. 
“If Arthar would only go with us more 
frequently, “it would be 


better in every way ;" Arthar had tarn- 


ed indastrious this 





has no 
mother ;" and eo Go tags Go Gass Gath | tole om, 
| * | eaid 


‘ectly. 
“That will jae he said, the old temper 


more | 


fe =P 4 


And so Marah, with tearfal pro. | 


oung lady to rfection ; bat -- 
4 time, one ae kind friends in the wrong sbout Marah,” he said 


“I will be very careful,” eaid Marah ; and 
Mre. Erskine left ber, feeling that she had 
been « little uojust toward her in heart, and 
determining to make amends in some way 

The two girls still roomed together, 
Marah persisting that she could not bear to 
| stay alone, and Lacy quietly submitting to 


calmness the many inconveniences such an arrange 


ment necessarily caused . ayy te 
they were preparing to retire, « peper 


floor at Lucy's feet. = 
Lacy picked it up to return it, and as she 
did eo ber eyes fell upon two words, * Dear 
Marab ;" that was all, bat those two words 
were not in Arthar De ‘» handwriting, 
and there was a look in Lacy's eyes, as she 
| quietly laid the tale-bearer on the stand 
which made Marah's face burn hotly behind 
‘her rouge and powder 
** 1—that te" she began, but Lucy quiet- 
| ly interposed. 
“Don't make any explanations to me, 
| Marah. If there are any to make, they be 
to promised husband. 
| remember what I told you that night whea 
you were first engaged ?" 

Marah was frightened, and yet 
very angry, but she answered with the old 
affectation of childiahness 

** Not = dear something about 

ondea” 


," Lucy entirely disregarded her 


| Pretty little piece of actiny—‘* be true to 
yourself and bim in all even the 
; how far you have im this you 


| alone know; but that you have failed I can- 
| mot belp @eing. Ob, Marah!"—she was 


utly on Marah's shoulder—*'' be carefal. 
fou do not know Arthar thoroughly as yet. 





whioh had risen in Marab's heart 
could no rt be subdued or hidden; she 
Sung Lacy's off radely. 

“"I do not koow him?” she cried. 
** You do, Ieee. It's a pity that he did not 
fall in love with you instead of me!’ 

For one instant a blaze of scorn came into 
Lacy's mild eyes, bat she waited a moment 
and steadied her voice before she spoke 
agein, and then she utterly ignored M irah's 
taunt, 

**T am sorry you are « , Marsh, bat I 
felt that I vught to te you. ‘That 


paper— 

**If Colonel Nye chooses to write me a 
note,’ Marah interrupted, hotly, “I don't 
nee the harm; and if he chouses—mind, I 
only say ‘if'—to ask me to marry him, and 


The 


I choose oo coo, 5 don't see the harm 
either. You n't stand staring at me, 
Lacy. No doubt Arthur is a model young 
man. I say nothing to the contrary, but we 


are in every way unsuited to each other. 
am years older than bhe—in experience at 
least.” It was the real Marah that was 
epeaking now, ~all the affectation of obild. 
ishnesas was , aod ashe was, for once, 
speaking as Se telt ** He woald be very 
miserable with me after a little, Lucy.” 
There was a real womanly earnestness in 
her voice and manner, and Lacy could not 
help pitying ber, ‘It will be better for 
bim il we separate now, I am mercenary, 
hard, worldly and unlovable. I was broagat 
up tm a way to wake me so--to make me 
w I ame sham throughout. Arthur 
would Gad me out and hate me; Colunel 
Nye never will, and, Lacy, 1 am guing to 
marry bim.” 

And so it wis suddenly announced that 
| the drat engagement had been a ‘ mistake,” 
| and although Mrs. Erakine was shocked and 

indignaat at first, Marah had won such « 
place in her heart that she was soon won 
over, and although she could not feel recon. 
| oiled to thinking of pom , overbearing 
| Colonel Nye as ‘litte Marah's’ husband, 
| she flually consoled herself with the refleo. 
| thon that we could not all see alike, and she 
| supposed ‘the child knew her own heart 





4. 

And Arthur. Lacy dreaded meeting him 

| more than she could tell, after what had 
. “Poor Arthar!” she thonght, 

** bow bard it must be for him!” and she 


One 
y, however, he came, asking this time, not 


Lucy's hands trembled as she laid her 
sewing aside, (a bit of embroidery to add to 
Marah's modest trousseau,) and rose to go 
down. Marah was out with ber husband 
that was to be, and no one was near to eriti- 


ch | cine her anosnal nervousness fur which 


ashe wasindeed thankful. She smoothed her 
| fair hair back hastily, and then went down 
| to him. 

He was standing with his back |v berat the 
window, but ashe beard the rustle of her dreas, 
he turned and came to her with both hands 
extended, And she noticed with a little won- 


Deo you, * 


very earnest now, and she leid her hand 


T am afraid —very much afraid —that you do | 


softly through her filmy veil, and orange 
blossoms wreathed in ber fair hair. 

* Lacey,” be whispers, “do you remem 
ber when you wished me happiness once, 
long ago?” 


“I remember,” anewers Lacy. softly 


* Shall I wish you nee agein 


. happt ie 
“No;" be lifte ber bleshing face and 


kisses ber lips, cheeks and brow, *‘ no, m 


ye 
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The of oar housekeepers,” 
Dr. ras he eat with Mme Partington 
in her little front parlor, * is domestion, 


They don't work well; they are always 
epedidesnne | and they wake such « racket 
there's no living in peace with them.” 

“I'm shore [ am sa to hear you 
may #0," replied she; “ for mine is very dif. 
ferent. It never guts decomp sed, and a 
little ile in the | late makes all go as smooth 
as can be.” 


* Oil in the joints, madam!" the dootor 
almost screamed; ‘that is imponsible ; be 
sides, it would be highty improper. No do- 
mestio will submit, madam, to be oiled in 
the joints! Impossih's!" 

** Bat, my dear doctor,” said Mra. P., laying 
her Ginger on hin ovat *Toan insare 
you that it is not impossible; and, if you 
will step int» the next room, I will show you 
how I lnonbrate my 1) »mestio, in every | int, 
and nothing improper in it at ail. 

The doetor looked at her, half aghast; 
his sense of riety was in danger of 
being offended. Should he or should he 
not? he asked, and decided be should. ‘They 
entered the adjacent room, and stopped at 
the threshold with sarprise; for there sat 
Tke at Mra. Partington's * lbomestio” Sewing 
Machine, making the wheel revolve rapidly 
and the needle fly at a bewildering wallop 

** What are you doing with my |) omeatic, 
you bad boy ?" said she excitedly 

* 1 was seoing if ‘twouldn't make a noise, 
like Aunt Tildas,” replied be, getting out of 
the obair, and grinning; * bat there ian't a 
bit of noise in it. Aunt Tilda'a is like a 
steam fire engine and a locomotive bully, I 
tell you!—-bat I've been running thin for 
half an hour, and can't get even a mpuoak 
out of it.” 

Mra. Partington smiled. 

“And this, then, is your domestic?” re 
marked the dootor, relieved of his apprehen- 
sion. * Buch a one must be tovaluatle ia a 
quiet family, whose violence can be subdued 
by merely a drop of oil!" 

The doctor went out, and Ike turned his 
attention to slamming the stove door, in 
faint imitation of Aunt ‘Tilda's machine 


—_— ee 
A Detective’s Story. 

A little in the life of Detective 
Becker, of Newark, reads like a novel writer's 
story. Mr. Beoker waa ordered tw Fort 
Wayne some time ago to work up « counter- 
feiting gang. After much trouble he suo 

ded in getting admitted tu the yang, 








derment how manly and self-p i be 
had become during the past weeks; the old- 
l time boyishness of look and manner was 
| gone entirely. 

**1 am very glad to see you, Lucy,” he 
said, looking down at herand smiling. “* We 
are not to be strangers any more, you know. 
You have not been like yourself toward me 

this winter, and I am tired of being treated 
lao. I want my old place again.’ 

Lacy stood looking away from him, her 

blue eyes full of tears, ber slender fingers 
} pulling at each other nervously, and she said 
| nothing. 

** You were in the right, Lucy, and I was 
did put know her, Lacy: and, wore than 

that, I did not love ber. | knew it ax noon 

{ee I had taken the decisive step; but I 
abould have married her, had she not her 
self broken the engag t. I have been 
more apheppy than you can think this win 
ter, Luoy. 

The hands which he held clasped close in 
his were trembling, the beautiful face was 
bent low. 

** Lacy,” be whispered, ‘‘ when I realized 
| what I had done, bow I had, in sheer wil 

falteas-sealed my own fate, | was wiser 
| able indeed, for I realized then, that I nut 





| only did not love her whom I was to marry, 
| but that I loved some one else dearly 


| 


| 


Still she did not look up to meet his eyes, 
her head drouped lower, bot she said no 
thing. 

« Faey, my darling, look at me. May I 
tell you whom I love?’ 

And then Lacy raised her bead and read 
the secret in his earnest eyes. 

Marah and Colonel Nye were married very 
soon after their engagement was announced. 
Colonel Nye was wealthy, aod by no means 

; and Marab had fascinated him com. 
with her bright, coquettiah ways; so 
comngietaly that he deweted no failings 


winter, and could scarce- whatever in his charmer. and as Marah bas 
AnaA 
to 


| money enough, and is indulged in every. 


. she is 





manner was queerly constrained toward She coaxes and flatters ber old busband un 


flirting with some one else. 


Marah went on anchecked. At in the * W 


that he seemed to care very | til hegives her herown way in everything, and 


| the ou 
when her name appears 
ington (‘orrespondence”™ as the 


ore that she has r 
of earthly 





last, however, Mrs. Erskine felt it her duty most ricbly-dreesed and fashionable lady in 
to 


to speak to her 
very gently and lovingly did she do it; bat 
_ y did the young lady seem 


at the cbarge of my My distressed at 
having unintentionally wrong, and so 
cuniiees tow ob 

red how she 
of 


charge on the subject, and | Washington society. 


that | 
dear,” she Lucy steadily 


| 
| 


“The brilliant and 
fascinating Mrs. Colonel Nye,” 
styled by the fashionables, ) Sooke back with 
scorn upon her former life, she wonders 
how Lacy ** with her face and figure,” could 
be content to settle down in that quiet city 
which Marah herself had once thought so 
gey. And she bas written ber many argent 
invitations to come to her fice house in 
Washington, to pay back the old visit, bat 
clines them all; she is 
bape? where she is. 

us take one last look at her before we 
leave her. She is standing beside Arthur 
Dayton, ber white dress making ber look 
jovelier than ever—her biue eyes shining 


(as she uw 


wa! 


under the name of “Dutch Jim.” The 
Newark Courter tells the rest 

‘Their headquarters was in one of the 
cemeteries, where they met nightly, and a 
partially opeved grave, in an obscure part of 
the barial ground, contained the spoils of 
not only the result of the counterfeiting, 
bat of « pumber of bold robberies com 
mitted by the gang. The detective worked 
hia case well, and wes astonished to find that 





} 
| 
and wembers of churches. Had the gen, 
| once suspected the true character of * rae 4 
| Jims,’ that shrewd and cunning follow's life 
would have been the forfeit, [)iflerent oues 
of the gang were arrested, aud always 
| * Dateh Jim’ was one of the party * copped,’ 
bat he managed (always by the * akin of hia 

| teeth’ apparently) to be released 

' ** At lawt the Goal blow came — the arrest 
of the five leaders, and ‘Dateh Jim waa 
ove. They were on their way to commit a 
burglary in «@ neighboring town. Hecker 
| had telegraphed government officers tu be 
| ready, and when the train reached the depot 
the cur whieh the burglars oocupied was 

| boarded by a dozen officers 

(occurred, and as it waa not yet time for 


*Duteh Jim’ to be pablicly known, be en | 


tered into the fight with aa much earnest 
bean (to all appearances) as did his * pals, 
and be did receive in retarn some good 
blows. The ringleaders were captured, and 
in company with ‘Jim from Jersey, were 


* pat in cella. When the day of examination | 


came,‘ Datoh Jim’ was pat on the stand, 
aod when be yave as bis cocapation ‘ Govern 
ment Secret Hervice Officer,’ the counter 
feiters wilted. The svidence was wo strony 
to be broken, and the gang was secured 
Becker has since retar to Newark, aod ix 
now on the city furce. 
—_- =e 

6 To make vewspapers bright 
bonfire of them 

@@ A French daily gives « detailed ac 
count of the manufacture of false eyes in 
Paris, from which the curious fact appears 
that the average sale per week of eyes for 
the b head ta to four hundred 


make « 





One of the leading dealers in thin article 


carries on business in a saloon of wreat mag 
nificence; bis servent has bat one eye, and 
the effect of an cye wanted for a customer 
in conveniently tried in the valets head 
The charge is about ten dollare por eye 
For the poor there are second band eyes, 
which have been worn and then exchanged 


for new ones 
—o = 


t7 Pimples and brown epote oo the face, Erup- | 


toes, Blotches, Screfulous Diseases, and ai! sores 
arising from impure bieud, are cured by Dir, Pierce's 
tiolden Medical Dis uvery “am. 


Mas. T.G. Hort, of No. ST Weert Thirty toarth 
street, New York, bas beew uemmg « Grover & Baker 
Rewing Machine for ten years, during which time it 


hae wever been out of order and did not cust une cent 


tor repair 





several of the gang were well known citizens | 


A fearful Gyht | 


Sekt by Draggists, Prive 61 per Botte, 


DR. RADWAY'S 


Price 98 conte per bos, fold by Draggtets, 


DR RADWAY & UO. 88 Warres &., 
nove New Yoru 


A CARR, 

Te all who are euftwring from the errare and 
cretions ef youth, serves 
lose of manhood, &c., | wih send 
cure you, free af charge, Thie noble 
| dierovered by a missionary in Howth Ameren, 
| A wwlt-akiressed envelope to the Kev, 
| INMAN, tation D., New York Clty, 
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‘PROSPECTUS FOR 


THE LADY'S FRIEND. 


| BEAUTIFUL NEW PREMIUM CHROMO. 





| The pre of this 
call tne atlontion a the laches to thetr 


hetng just what a Lady's Maygasine showld 
by « Lady, nething but what ie of the mant 
and elevating character Am mat van i ttenet 


over 
lte Kngrevings, ite Pact! ite Morte 
dence of the same refined 


A 





Poetry, Ac., from ite 
Among the Berials we may sanonnece ; 
THE MASTER OF GREYLANDS. 
By Mre. HENKY WOOD, eather of “ Ban 
Lynne,” “ Lady Andinalan's Trial,” ete, 
UNA AND HER PRINCE. 
Dy MIS8 A. L. MUZZEY, euthn of “Une and 
Her Liona,” ete, 
A GIRL’S ROMANCE. 


By DAIBY VENUNOM, eather of “ Queen 
Cogeetta,” ete, 





A NOVELET. 
By AMANDA M DOUGLAR, anthos 
of “ Aw Kveryday Hervine,” ote. 
A NOVEURT. 
My Mine FANNIE MODUSON, author of * Kath 
lewn's Love Story,” “Haelhurn,” ete, [Mine 
Hinigmrn'e Novelet will run Usrough the whale 


year.) 


FASHIONS, FANCY WORK, ETC. 


Fine Kaygravings of the Fashions will r ot the 
latest style in Dresses, Cloaks, Honnets, Hata, Head. 
droseea, Fancy Work, Kmbrowery, ae. 


BEAUTIFUL ENGRAVINGS. 


The of Tus Lapvs Fasmwp are of & 
very eaperion character, exec ie 
wh 


ph tares of sabjects 
bh wach the sentiments aflections. Thess 


| choles and « egant Engravings are «spectal feature of 
thie Mayasine, and ehoukl entitle Ht to the prateronce 


~""wusic. 


A plece of the latest and most pepaias Manic ar- 
companion every sumber, The Music ie of iteuit 
worth double the price of the Magazine, 


| SPLENDID PREMIUMS 
| Sewing Machines, Plated Ware, Gold Chains, ac. 


Those desiring to get ap Liste of subscribers to the 
Lady's Friead, will ie wel compensated, The het af 
re miame le 


the same ae tor the Poet, 
“LITTLE SAMUEL.” 


brome Of the Chik Prophet 
u hee sleep at the call of the 


—- ara —— 
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rtarting «j 






Lord, aed whieh hae all the rich and glowing colors of 
afine il painting will be sent to the getter-op of 
j every club, atl, under sprenal rales, to every aul 
| meri teen This Chrome i copyrighted, amd Use peye 
tar pris of ttle Five Dvitars, Meannot be obtained 
for ewe than that price, oneept tn Commertion with 
The beety ee Berietet a the Baturday Kyeming 
} Poet. It le twebve by Altern lac heew ln alae, 

| 

’ 
TERMS-—With the Chromo-—Always 1a Advance. 
aly * Friend, and one cupy 






tine copy ot The I 
ot the (bree « 





pot Lite Meme, 1” 

thee copy et the Laty® Priewd, ome of * The 

Paluniay beveniow Poet,” aud ome (Chrome of 
Little Samaet, ~ 

’ wo Lady @ Friend and tour Chere 
" say gratin a 

eo ot TH Lal) @ Priemtl, and etgtt 

retest, (amd one copy em of the Magesu 

orl ( thrones gratie, for Ue snd i the stat), 16.00 

| Additional subecr bere may te ached tay Ue 
alarve clate at 7.7” 
62” ‘Thee clube can be made up of THét Lany's 
Paresh and “ Tae Sart neas Keeniwe Moet com 
priotiy, if Mcente we ahbed tot ea h numer of Tas 


Voet Laken, 


| TERMS-—Without the Coromo-—Always in Advance, 






| Withewat the ( brome, we will eend the Magasine at 
the oki rates, Une copy tor Ot. Four copies for 
6.0, hight copies (and one gratis to the erodes of 
the (lal) ton 612 All abdlitivmal at G15, ¢ opie 
jaf Tun setthpay Kyamise Dorr can be taken tm 
toome ( lutee at 04.00 apiece, whuh ie eow Tue Poser 
loweet (luth pree, The (hrome of © Lith Samuel” 
will be sent ty the ender of cach Cleb, af & aperial 
rewarl (ot bie ot her trouble, and Ww each cluheab 
| eevtber for one doilar extra 
Une copy of Tue Lani s Primsp (84.0) and one 
! ot Tee Sateanad Evasive lowt (64.0) for $4 50, 
| @UM BTRRE, ENGMAVEINGES. Any one of 
tithe! «a (hrome, may take m ile plare, If he so de 
sires, a copy of either of oor hamdeome Stee! Kn 
gravings, “The Sisters,” “tne of Lite’s Happy 
) beara,” The Song of Home at Sea,” of * Wasuing- 
ton at Moant Vernon 
6H” Those desireas of getting apa Clah, of « I’re 
miam List, shall have scopy of Une Magactoe eeut to 
| teen rratio, They would alse Grd it advisatie lo 
remit dollar, for which we ill end a copy of 
l the ( hrome of “ Litth Samael” tm echedlition. Mey 
must sale eiprenety, however, thal they wieh the 
Chrome tor tile perpuee, of cine 1 will mot be far 
ietead it the (hrome gete eertoasly terord ta 
anvassiog for sulecribere another will be sent to re 


rime it, 
— The contents of Tas Lavy Fuiamp and of 
Cus Poet will alwaye be entirely d@erent, 

62” subecribers in British North America mast 
rem !t teciee conis etre, ap we have lo prepay the U. B 

milage. 
" Kemittances shooid be if poem iy 
Post-affice Urders, or in Drafts of © te 
our order 
| sa Ten conte should be forwarded in ei caw, to 
pay the «rpemee of mailing the ¢ 

Addrvee DRACON & PETERSON, 
B80 PB csmen Street, (Rene phen 
Single pambers of Tut Lany's Fusenn, 98 conta. 
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SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


PHILADELPHIA, SATURDAY, FB. 15, 1873. 


TERMS---Always in Advance. 


mn en te events, eet 
wenty comle & year, amd 
Ot the clce where the « & reeetved, 
Gi.) eoteeriber +! id we 
Presotem Chreme, * LITTLE GAM EL.” 
ot oar large end besetife! Premiem 
~The " “The hom of 

a hea,” cr * Werhington ot Moun! Vernon 
come mort ae be remitted! te the os 
er (pom) 


ot the oo 

© ot Tee Barenost Krestne 
One od Fas Lent’ Pareew (68.0%) for 4m. UF, 
Chrumeo of an Bngrenig & odie 

le 
ened Tee Barwnnst Bvaniee Poor (wth 
me o one of our from 
4 © copy 
game Awo™ 


Fy 


at “Peesseres | os, Ore Hewonse 


fue : 
(ayy, -- Ij t ee 7m 


TO THOSE WHOL DEAIKE TO ORT UP CLU Ba, 
MM pou wish to get ap e clad for Tee Poet, send ue 


Seed posses Cie oy 
Usvewn, ean give your neigh . 

$e RIPE, be neue setes 
Ady 


~ 


of 
etdnee i ae 
eutitied to 6 copy of cur Premiam 
other of our eaots Premium Meel 
yy" “ Thetheng of Lome at 
whingtion of Moon! Vernm 


7 


ng 
shall be ew titied to a copy fre, and oe copy 
jam Chrome, o Wo efther of our Pre- 


eenders of Olule can afiewards add slugic 
a 7 oah 
club-ente riter wishing the Chrome of an Bn 


must rean'| ow detdar artvra 





Shove Clube may be compared yertiy oft Tee) 
wer tly of Tee Lawt © Paieae, if dewinest 
at me to The Lady's Friend can be taken 


Thus feat Coptee 
Tus Lap Facene will 
im the femme proyewlee al) 


s Peer, ae fow 
foe! thw 814, and 


) affere w theme who wish to make ap 
Nete, will be foand ander Unal head 
om Laere wire Canoe, Thute desirous 










Ghould remit one dollar, fur whicl we will eend 
af the Chrome, When the Clab or List 
te care the Chrome has been bajured by 
tut eubecriers, apother wil) be ant be re 


0 Geviation diewed from oar rege « terme 


14. Bax You Any Newsraren on Maes 

Wish, is Commserios W vy Tae veer. av 

@ follows: Any I on 

~ of which te gi be ot et, 
«“ tm a 


twenty conte extra, as we have Wo prepay the 


eAditions are made te clubs, the pew 
must begin and end af Uhe ease lime ae 
club 
contents of Tas Poet and of Tas Lavi’ 
p wil) always be entirely diferent. 
1 oe should be made, if pemeitle, in 
Urders, of ln Deals oF Checks payedl. t 


or. 

“ie. conte shook! be forwarded, tm ef! eases, 
fubecribare are entitie!l to and wish the 
» OF an engraving, to pay Ube expense of mal! 











Caserus uF Oresine tree Waarreat or ree 

» om Kwenaviree (Car eabecritere are os 
to be very careful tn ¢ —S wren re ot 
y are feootved 


Uhreme a ving? w 
they ehowld (nfire Ube 
Address H. PETERSON & Co, 
Mo. 519 Walnut Street, Philadelphia. 
SINGLE OOPLES 6 Cents 





BACK NUMBERS. 

We are atill able to supply beck nambers 
of Tue Poet to the first paper of the year, 
comtaining the whole of Burr Thornbury's 
sory of * Kavenswood,” and « great ve 
riely of emailer stories, and other interest 
ing matter 

Giubs beginning with the first paper in 
Jameary, can thas have additions made to 
them, and beth numbers supplied, and 
mew dubs can be made up to begin at that 
favorite pertad 


—_——— 


LETTERS FROM ZIG. 
A WHISKY RING 


@RETTED FOR THE SATURDAY BYENING Post. 


| ing* were enve 


| her 


| reatet. 





jot a child? 


up cote with the Chroma, of Prenium | 











jabout played out 


her own 


thas etther of the others, and were 
pocoming © a4 well-to-do and com 
as sisters always will 


fortalie. He 
eerreliing 
whe dwell near toyetber, but still they 


| got on well enough im a general way 


Tul « devil entered in and possessed them, 


| moale and bodies 


I don't know if there was something to 
the blood of. these r people, in the Bret 
,~-* taint, maybap, of some sort, or 

atal weakness, born in them all 
tary taint of insanity in the blood will some 


| times drive the man or woman to hopeless 
And on the ether band, the | 


drunkenness 
descendants of drunken ancestors not an 
freyuently go insane. There is « subtle 
link of some kind between insanity and 
drunkenness 
the poor people of whom I write I only 
know thet the demon saddenly entered into 
them all, and there was no power in them to 
never saw or heard of any human 
beings who went to destruction as fast as 
theme souls did. The awfal descent 
from } mend laburing 


ie to “old wage’ 
was fearfully rapid three sisters and 
the husband became desperats drankards all 
together, now serving out « term in the 
work-house, now waliowing like beasts in 
the getter, and anon all four lying in a dead, 
drenken stapor ‘oh! it was ewfal, 
And I think it woald have touched a heart 
of granite to see the wretched children 
First taken from the nice public school 
where they were learning to be lresidents, 
then beaten and starved at home, and driven 
out to beg and steal in the streets, You 
have noticed, maybe, how fearfally distinot 
the native, ferocious animal ip us all, comes 
oat in the face and body of a person who is 
halfstarved. Seeing that look in the faces 
of hangry people, one can understand, @ith 
a cold shodder, how flores, starving men 
have been driven to devour the bodies of 


| thetr comrades 


The hands and feet of these poor little 


| children became hike the claws of an an 


clean beast of prey. There cvald be noth 
ing on earth more shocking than the sight 
of their ravenous eyes, their skinny, bangry 
faces Bat what could be done with them ? 
Nothing Is nota parent the natural —- 

What a frightful mockery the 
law of « civilized country ta, sometimes’ 
Even could the drunken consent of the 
beastly parents have been obtained, what 
good person would have been willing to 
adopt one of these dreadfal children / They 
were a bad lot all together, people said, 
parents and children Paare way they were 
And yet l saw one of the boys the other day, 
who, throngh all the degradation, starva 
tion and column of is little life, was yet 
a pretty, well spoken boy, with straight, 
features, and a bright, intelligent oye. And 
I never saw an old map of eighty with the 
weight of sorrow and eating care in hia face 
which that drunken mothers son bore in 
hia. God pity the wretched children! I 
think there was a time when they might 
have been made something ele than “a 
bad lot” And I say parents who are beasts 


| have no right to their own children 


Fortunately, hopeless drunkards doen't 
wenerally live forever, ‘The childless widow 
war the frat whose life was throttied wholly 
out of ber by the whisky fond. Bhe began 
at length to see fearful sights in the dark 
ness, all alone still in the little house, 
awful, nameless, shuddering things with 
flery eyes, glaring at ber through the gloom, 


crept over ber and scorched ber face with | 


their bot, hissing breath, and seared her 
inte a cold, deadly awoon Night after 
night they came with their horrible, flery 
eyes, until one midnight, in tue foarful 
cold of this winter weather, she sprang from 
her bed and fled sbrieking away from them 
Bhe ran through the snow and ioe to the 
comfortess but of ber sinter, They brought 
her back home next morning. She might 
have reoovered, even from the dreadful 
exposure of that night, with proper care 
bat there was pot a soul to care for ber but 
the two sisters, drunken beasts like Lerself 
They drank devilish liquor and quarreled, 
and left the woman to die of neglect and 
hunger. When they saw that she was surely 
going, they sent for her minister, The room 
and bed ia which she lay dying were Githy 
and wretched beyond description. The oily, 
well fed apiritual adviser, who bad pocketed 
many and many a good dollar of the poor 
soul « earnings in her prosperous days, came 
and saw it all, He said « brief pow wow 
over her, the dranken sisters paid him two 
dollars, and be went his way All this 
hanger, wretebedness and dirt around one 
of bie dying flock, were no more to him 
than if the 
brates they seemed 
asked him how the poor soul was 


A kindly neighbor 
He an 


| swored emiling 


* Well, to ase a common expression, she's 
Bhes barnt ont with 


Ther> is something grotesquely horrible, | ¥Uisky ’ 
may, shocking even, in calling it that, there That war all And Lalways believed all the 
ts, indeed, & towed of the weird and awful in | fathers (no that particular choroh took anch 


@uch & naming of what is to follow, but fast | Mtndly and afcetionste care of their flocks! 


Qeee works appear before the eyes of my 


fell, l know better now Bame of them 


take care of the dollars 


mind agein and over again for a heading 
m4 wo other works will come God knoes | One day a ee knocked at the door 
t no shadow of mooking or derision lof the litte house There was mo answer, 
my heart, only very sober, sorrowfyl | md he entered A eti@, horrible dead body, 


The litte story named ttael! 

At ts @ story of three women and one man 
ie, the three women 

women end the man was made, in the Gret 
oo, in the tuage of his Creator The 
ree @omen were siskre They belongad 
the respectable clase of laboring poople 
man ts the basband of one of the sisters 

He ale» belonge! once to the respectable 


Gem of laboring pew! Toc three sisters 
were bealthy, reey women to look at, band 
@ome the youngest war, in a sort of lond, 
WYrorovus feeb and biced way Ten yoars 
the Usree womwrst were al married, the 

tf two buchande beine bhke all the rest 

of the reapec'atie leboring class They 
re moder.daly proepercae thes, and com 


The three busbands worked in 

‘wtously, and breaght thetr money home 
arday nights the tree women Loved the 
meet and poten and eeiiched the shiny 
tow beaded ohikdren. The starnty 

wert to e bool, and were properly 


tn@irected that they were all prospective 


Tresidents of Amenea, Like other stardy 
Vankee sehoal boys 


Peuple hed good word: for thew al! in 


thow days now #0 very far off thal they 
eoom « coptury ago. It ts o cemtary 


Ones 

@®. io the changes tem yoars have wroaght 

fa the fortanes of these bel poate. They 
then if they bed 


fe look of wild 


| and th» 





| nameless things with the ery eves 
| was no living soul mear ber, when in that 


| Geoape the purscing demons 


| tened te God the womans sisters 
| were both lying together on the floor of ome 
| of their hats, ta « state of beastly intesica 

| ten too senseless to be made to understand 


| eenteoce 
| “drank and disorderly ” 
lof the miserable creature with 
| tremens, the other widowed sister bas also 
| died from etrong drink. 


jhalf fallen of the wretehed bed, was the 


only thing of baman shape im the room 


used to be | Ube dead. staring, awful eyes were fixed in 
blood cardling berror, the | 
| golwal spotiossness and a parse as pletboric 


mouth was wide open, the head fallen back 
whole face was froven in an expres 
sion of mortal terror It was the most 
eeful dead texty human being ever looked 
npom The lost, mad creature had died 
alone, ina ftof dranken, desperate fright, 
throttled to death at last by the horrible, 
There 


dread, last moment, she struggled wildly to 
A half emptied 
ram bottle was om the table beanie the 
rickety bed And thas this woman whom 


| God bad made, passed into the world of 


shadows 
Ucepeatatly shocked, the gentleman has 
They 


anything The hasband was serving out a 
in the workhouse, for being 
Rince the death 
delirium 


People remarked 
only 
“They re a bed lot, and the sooner they 


bappier aod healthier 
beeen, moh gentlemen and fashwonalic | *T¢ all dead the better 


fedies, and not balf as dull tw pot in 


8 short 


harder upon the two widows then. They 
ge ost and earn money at 


4 





one of 
women died, and she was lofi a named Biidget O'Plsherty was caught greas- 
widew, with nobody very near to | ing the with the bee! of an old red. 
world, and nobody to care very bor shor. 
for ber She Lived on sivwe ip the | a ee pt By hy! 
houses where ber husband and children Heeewsx. “ What will the 
[ee died, calitary, yet otili cheertul and in. | this world come to, I wonder? p Oe 
4 and by, with nobody bet ber. might as well tell me that the man os 
we mone; earn. beads in 


| them the drunken beasts they 
eciviligation will be po better than savagiem | 
Lafe bore | Ot 1 provide a permanent home for such | 


are 


poor wretohes oat of the reach of strong drink, 
where they ma 
themecives, an 


from which they have fallen. For every 


& 
ro. og work a they ovald Gnd, for 
aod the tow-beaded childres 
then it wee not so bad at first. People| ™en 's bie brothers heeper, and the | 
woll of them, and geve them such | drunkard, wretched, low aud crazy, is yet a | 
@s they could spare 4 it seemed | man and « brother Zia. 
ie the 


—_—--_- 










h to pay for the little beuse 
mn which she Gees evlitery, and it became | 
Veople liked ber and hept ber to 
| work, and the word still went well with 
As for the sister whose husband yet 
| lived, she ead ber bastend were more pros 


lived and thrived, | 


I don't know bow it was with | 











ree women had really been the | 


| thin 


| books around 


j of the 


Aod yet God made them, and society is 
@s they, Rich gentiomen and fationable | Peaponaitue for them Our civilization made 


are infinitely dull to write about 
end by two of the husbands diced. 
within 


our 


work to feed and cluthe | 
retarn to the bemanity 


@& Ip Springfelé, I, a‘ French cook,” 








AWAKESED. 
WASTTER FOR THR GATURDAT BYREING POST. 


"Teer bot « etreie in the organ'’s pra'ing 
A slow, ewoet etrein, Nike « epirtt'+ ca’! 

Yot tt Giied my heart wits « ee w-barn tewling, 
And bate tie tell from lie ( hambers Lai, 


No other of a!) eho stand thal mrorning 
And b. ard the tence of the ewan ewell, 

‘Tew ie Uume feriliing bolee 4 weruing, 
That epube tb mer Like « to. ing bell 


They eaid the sermon thet followed after 
Wee grand and priiehed ae gudd re@ced, 

And bigh reerumiet fram theo to rafter 
The beruing words of «6 master mind. 


1 beard tt eet, for ever and ever 
Tha! etree repeated ile li to me, 

Tt ewegt my eeu! with « etrong endeavor, 
Ast the Dilluwe ee erp Lee moscing ea 


And then ageln ee || came more faintly, 
It towk the form of e eeothing balm, 
‘Ti ‘neath ite ining rer 

The uubied saters gree strangely calm. 





“Twas years ago that the orgen's peeling 
Reel oweet amd! «ear on the summer alr, 
Vet Hite te eet to ite Cadenor healing, 
I fellow its wading everywhere 


Perhaps it wae the organtet’s fagere 
Ketouching « low sweet minor Lowe, 

That ever thar on my memory lingers, 
Because of a « itchery al lt own, 


Aad yet a0 off om that time I ponder, 
That far-off time with it» mesning deep, 
1 feel thal masic frum over yonder 
Was sent to wakes my suvul from «i 
SADIE 


—_- ee 


ATTY, 
LETTER 
BY OLIVE KING. 


Dean Poet 
sat here in my revolving chair revolving 


I have aleo looked over the old poets and 
tried to attune my thoughts to theirs, I 
have put cotton in my ears to deaden the 
music of the streets as rendered by the 


*‘Heensed vender,” the ‘‘rag man,” and 
others too numerous to mention. I have 
striven with awill to rid my mind of all 
care and perplexity that I might come to 
ery wholly, and truly your own-even as a 
wide shoald (bat frequently don't) go to 
the arms of ber husband It is almost in 
credible, bat I have seen « beaatifal, blash 
ing creature clothed tn modesty, white cegd. 
ed milk and a veil, stand at the altar and 
swear to love and honor John Smith, when 
nhe was ready to cry beoause it waan't young 
Van Cleve, the aristocratic chap who parts 
his name in the middle 

Bhe couldn't got Van Cleve for the roason 
that he wanted somebody else, and as she 
most be married she accepted John Smith, 
and the only pleasant thing about it all was 
the satisfaction the bride took in showing 
people that if she couldn't get the one she 
wanted she could get the one she didn't 
want. Exonse the digression, but really, 
disliking apologies as I do, I feel that I owe 
you one, for even attempting to put my pen 
to paper when my thoughts are in sach « 
chavs of confusion —for in spite of my pre 
eantions and endeavors there are a thonsand 
indiatinet ideas daneing through my brain, 
and the wischief of it all is I don't know 
whieh to “ go for.” 

You see [have always bad longings after 
the unattainable I guess that ix what I've 
always bad, its either that or a scrofalous 
aff-ction, I hardly know which, and I like 
when I write to impart av much information 
as possible, but one oan't do that unlens 
ones got it to impart, Now one of your oor 
respondents looked op an inebriate asylam 


| & fow weeks ago, got the ins and oats of the 


institat‘on, and the habits aud peculiarities 
of the inmates, and wrote a very instructive 
and entertaining letter on the strength of it. 
She couldn't write any other kind if she 
should try Taking my cue from that, I 
started ont the other he when the ther. 
mometer wasat zero and the snow deep, 
fully resolved to know something or freeze 
in the attempt. I don't know what directed 
me, some unseen spiritual agency was at 
work I presume, for upon my return to my 
own domicil at the “ witching hour of twi 
light,” cold and cross and hnogry, I began 


j to think it all over, and found that all the 


knowledge I had gained waa concerning 
babies I had been to the * Shepherd's 
Fold,” and the *' Nursery,” and the ‘* Found. 
ling Hospital, and I had seen at least seven 


or eight millions of babies anyhow, it 
seemed so to me—and cry Uracious! how 
those young ones did ory! I think the 


**matrons” and the * Sisters” and others in 
authority answered all my questions oon- 
cerning the little waifs, bat I was so cold, 
and there was such a Kabel of squalla, that 
Im afraid I thought more about the crowd 
ed street cars and bow I was to pet home 
than about anything they said) The gun. 
tity, however, astonished me. I didn't sap 
pose there were so many babies in the world, 
and I couldn't somehow help asking mynelf 
the conandrum ‘If one babe in the honse 
is a well-spring of pleasure, what mast five 
handred be? 1 haven't guessed the answer 
yet. A whole Atlantic Oocean of pleasure I 
e1pect for would you believe it, at the 
Foundling Hospital, where thero are babies 
upon babies ‘babies, babies everwhere,” 
so thick in fact that you can't walk without 
danger of stepping on them, and one would 
they conld tack two or three ander 
their ‘water proof and carry them off with 
out any one's knowing it, you cant get one 
of those young ones for love or money or 
anything else. The institution is under the 
control of the Sisters of ¢ narity, and they 
wont let you bave a child from there —not 
even if you could prove a character of an 


asa Kotheohilds, [dont know why, for if 
they heep them all, and the nambers in 
crease as rapidly as they are now doing, they 
will soon have ty begin to bang them up en 
I noticed there wasa litle 
wall room left, bat nothing else 
institution is good for nothing else it is 
‘real copvaynience for the general public 
A basket orib is bung outside the area door, 
andifanytody bas more bales than he wants, 
be can take the superfuons ones and genuy 


depositing them in the basket, givea sudden | 


pall to the doorbell and disappear No 
body knows who be, or abe, i, and no. 
body cares but the attendant on watch im- 


| mediately lovestiygates, and the '‘ wel!- pring 


is broaght tn and cared for. I believe one 
“Busters” did give as an exouse for 
bot adopting apy of them out, that nobody 
wanted an ugly child; it was always ‘* Sister, 


| wont you save me a beautiful little blac 


eyed girl, when you get one” or ** Sister, 
when a handsome healthy hte black-eyed 
boy is received, do let me know ” She said 
im that way the shop would be filled up with 
pug nosed little Hibernana, and she wouldn't 
have anything of the sort—not if she krew 
herself, and she calcalated she did. 
many of the babies are put out to Burse, bat 
those taking them are required to come onoe 
a month for their money (twelve dollars 


and bring the child that u may be seen | 
If the! 
baby don't pet in an appearance the nurse | 
_ Thix ts as ot should be) =The! 
raw beok is that powand then a nurse ; 
becomes atiachbed to the child, and then | 
when the “ wee toddling thing has to be | 
retorsed to the sisters, there is an awful | 


whether 1! is being neglected ur pot 


tant 
enly 


bear'- reaking time on the part of the whilom 
mother 

Bat bless my soul! IT had no idea I brew 
much. I bad no recollestion of anything 
shen | commenced wr.ting, except that there 
wes an lostitution of that kind, and that it 
“dead loads” of 


there its - 
all there is to tell sapposs if | were a re 
porter on a “ Daily,” | shoald 





| social lupobes, and it is the universal 


| nooks, 
|amoothness. I've read somewhere that it 


FROM NEW YORE. 
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For one bleased hour I have 
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statiatice —give the figurese—which ‘* wont 
lie,” it ia old. and thas make myself vastly 
amusing ; bat in that case, I woaldn have 
any room left for 
Faanions, 

and as they are of more importance than 
bebies any day, it would never do to neglect 
thew 


By the way « rumor, all the way from 
Paria, to the effect that short dresse: are 
coming in agin, is in circulation. I sup- 
pose it is the result of all those mautterings 


circles, and 


that you “can't kill two birds with one 
stone,” or to express myself leas classically, 
you can't make « house dress answer for s 


net, 
your material will allow. In that way you 
will never get into any trouble. 
byte Lay henyed py and catcb- 
ing up irtea here and there with patent 
won't work; not.with any degree of 


will, if you only put on your loops, ar hooks, 
or whatever you use, near enough ‘ 
With all respect for the opinions who- 
ever wrote that, I beg leave to aay that it is 


no such . You can'thave « neat, trim, 
tidy, short unless it is cut jast the 
length you are going to wear it, and any one 


that says you can is no friend of mine. We 
have had short akirta for the last two years, 
that were long ones pinned or looped =p. 
and there was never one among m all 
that did not dip down between stations, and 
get covered with mud; and I hope, with all 
my beart, that the French ramor that we are 
to have our street skirts short, is more relis- 
ble than ramors usually are. I want to see 
them short enough to w the entire boot, 
and then, no matter how terrible the streets, 
we shall not come howe with our dresses 
ruined with a oonglomeration of tar and 
mud and salt, as is too frequently the case 





bow-a-days 
Baatino Serre 


are exhibited in leading farnishing stores, 
and show several new ideas, but as it is to be 
bopod that the skating season is nearly over, 
and the present ‘stress of weather” may 
soon give way to spring's *‘etberial mild- 
ness,” it is hardly worth while to enter into 
any elaborate descriptions, If Thad thought 
of it two or three months ago, it might bave 
done better, but as I didn't, I will now only 
state that the most stylish suite are of navy 
blae flannel braided with white. havo abort 
akirts, and blouse waists, with broad sailor 
collar. A sash is loosely knotted around the 
waist, and the ends left to float on the win- 
try air 


HOME AND SOCIETY. 


Shakepeare Headings and Readings Bom the 
Perts. 
« 
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The above names have been given to new 
literary entertainments which have sprang 
up within the last ton years, and have now 
become so common that we must think they 
are indebted to something more than the 
charm of novelty for their success And, 
indeed, when they are condacted by a traly 
accomplished reader, we do not see how 
they can fail to be both agreeable and profit- 
able to young and old. 

We all know that there is a vast difference 
between written and spoken eloquence—be- 
tween the poetry of the printed 6, and the 
aame poetry when kindled into life by the well- 
attuned voice, the impressive gesture, and 
the eloquent eyo, The one is like the marble 
ntatae , beautiful and graceful, bat life- 
leas, the other isa living, breathing form, 
replete with beauty, grace, and vitality. 
Bat a valgar pronunciation, an incorrect 
emphasis is often the sing!e step which leads 
from the sablime to the ridiculous; and 
Ariosto is not the only one who has discover- 
ed this melancholy fact to his shame and 
sorrow. The Italian poet used to recite his 
own verses in so exquisite a manner that his 
hearers were epraptured with them. He 
happened to overhear a potter reading his 
verses with so faulty an acoent that he flew 
into a rage—and rushing into the literary 
marderer's shop began to demolish his pot- 
tery. The surprised potter in vain ¢ 
vored to check the supposed madman in his 
violence , but the enraged p et exclaimed 

*Thave not sufficiently revenged myself 
on thee; I have only broken a few pots, but 
you have spoiled the moat beautiful of my 
compositions to my face.” 

How many poets do you suppose have en- 
dured similar martyrdomes ? 

There are very few really good readers in 
ow country, and many of those who are 
most accustomed to public speaking are 
often lamentably deficient in this aceompliah- 
ment, and almost every day we hear queer 
examples of false em phasia 

Many of our readers have, doubt!eas, 
heard of the clergyman who read hymns 
with very abrapt aod —. emphasis; and 
in reading the following lines uttered the 
word Mears, s> that it sounded like a noun 
thas. 








Bat if the | 


| provement to takeup a vanety of plays not 
| eo diffi cult as Shakspeare's; poems, essays and 


| leeted, the parte shoald be given out before 


A great | 


* He takes young children in his arnis, 
And in bis bosom i 


All anch infelicities jar sadly apon the oul- 
tivated ear. John Randolph, of Roanoke, 
was particularly sensitive to them, and even 
upon his death bed corrected the pronuncia- 
tion of his physician, Dr. Parriah 

Bince fo many studies have been intro- 
daced into the pablic scheols of our coan- 
try, reading receives leas attention than for 
merly ; and 1 really seems as if the primary 
achool« would be more beneficial if their ex- 
ercises were confined etrictly to Sir William | 
Curtis's three Re —Reapine, Rime and! 
‘Rrrawern 

Few readers can ever hope to delineate 
Shakspeare's plays fe icitonsly ; bat the read- 
ing of them is a neble study, and one that 
we oan never weary of doing. Bat it is well 
in * Readings” for social enjoyment and im- 


stories of varionsanuthors. If plays are se- 


the meets and each person taking a part 
should stady it thoroaghiy—of course we do 
not mean it it to y—bat try to 





understand it, eo that in reading each part, 
the mort can be made of it 
Many excellent playa, ench as ** The Hanh. 


hock” “Lewes Sacrifice.” ete, can be ob- 
tained for email rums, and each member 
shoald a oop 


Possess y 

In forming a * Reading Ciud,” some little 

formalities are essential; and it is well to 

draw up « few rules —-or form a code of laws 
which each meniber shall sign. 

We know of a club which is very snccess- 
ful, and ite laws ran thus :— 

ist. Each member of the club must be 


play or dialogue to be read; and in 
out the varives characters to its 

21 Each membor must take the charac- 
ter assigned without demur, unless with the 
comsent of the sssignor be can exchange 





ness or absence, to take his part, he must 
provide a substitute. 
ith. No new member can 
without a two-thirds vote of the whole olab. 
6th. Every member must study the part 
assigned, before meeting with the clab. If 
any two or more have that re- 
quire they mast meet privately be- 
fore clab meeting. 
natant practice will greatly improve 
ones in this method of entertain- 
meat , and mind will become stored with 
bits of cboice literatare which will never be 


orgotten. 
Under such a dode of laws as we have 


s00u 
dies and tragedies; and as each member is 
allowed the pri of consulting bis own 
taste in selecting plays—the variety can- 
not fail to be . Their 
tastes will also be mach improved, and their 
voices and memories strengthened. 

From plays they can proceed to 
acting them, and that will increase the di- 
versions of the club, and when they have be- 


come proficients in the player's art, they can 
perform before select audiences, and delight 
not only themselves but their friends, fur : 
“ There's a charm in delivery, « magical art, 
‘That thrills like a kiss from the lip to the heart; 
"Ts the glance —the expresston the 
By whose magk eaten * 
AlsY 


—-_—_— 


UYERBRIONT. 


re a no end to Love. 

There le an end to kisses and to sigh, 
ter and to tears; 
things that delight our eyes, 

aut eocods that charm oar ears; 
Ap end to eamity's fou! libelliag, 

And to the gracious praise of tender friead ; 
There is an end to all bat one sweet thing 

To Love there ls no end. 


That warrior carved an —— with his eword, 

The empire pow ts but like him—a name ; 

That etatermay spoke, and by a burning word 
Kindled a nation's beart into a 2; 

Now poorht is lett but ashes, and we bring 
Our homage to new men, to them we bend ; 

There i* an end to all but one sweet thing 

Tu Love there is no oud, 

All beauty fades away, or clee, alas, 

Men's eyes grow dim, ard they no beaaty eee ; 

The glorivas shows of Natar pase pane, 
Quickly they conte, as — kly do they flee ; 

Aid he who hears the voice ef welooming 

Heare next the slow, sad farewell of bis friend ; 

There le an end te all but one sweet thing 

To Love there le no end, 

And for oarseives —our father, where le he * 

«done, gnd a memory a.one remains ; 

There ie no refage on a mother’s knee 

Yor u*, grown old and sad with cares and pains ; 

Brotherioas, sisteriess, our ways we wend 

To Death's dark house from whieh we shal) not 

rove; 
And so we cease ; yet one thing has no end 
There ts ne ead to Love. 


——— 


OLD AND NEW. 
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The snow lies white and heavy on the 
ground. Is it the shrond of the old year, 
or the christening robe of the new’ The 
maples, erst-while so gorgeous in their livery 
of gold and crimson, stretch slender, shiver- 
ing arms toward the wintry sky, in silent 
protest against the new monarch’s reign, and 
unavailing remembrance and regret for the 
one dis-crowned, de-throned, and lost for- 
ever! The locusts, dripping with wealth 
of milk-white, honied bloom, swa: lithely 
through the air that they themselves had 
freighted with odors of Paradise, in the 
me gut, bend shudderingly together 
their ened forms, and scatter their last 
leaves, dry and sbrivelled, at young Royd 
feet, a peace-offering, late and vain. 
How the wind sobs and cries! One could 
fancy it a human voice—the cry of a baffled 
soul, searching ever the wide-world over for 
the magic treasure we call happiness—and 
whose searching is all in vain. From the 
encrusted window-panes gleam out pictures 
so exquisite, so fairy-like, that only the Un- 
seen artist's pencil could have traced them. 
No mortal mind e'er conceived, or mortal 
fingers wrought such forms of wondrous 
loveliness as those which greet our eyelids’ 
earliest anclosing—too soon to vanish before 
the rosy glow of a morning fire. So vanish 
our life-pictures. Those we smile on first 
are first to fade 

And still the trees keep sighing—‘‘ Ob! 
for the summer gone! Onur bright, beautiful 
summer, will she never come again ?” 
Grieve not, sad trees; the “winter of 
discontent" for you must soon be over. 
Spring's earliest breath will fill your veins 
with hope anew, and another summer, all as 
fair, wrap you ere | in her glad embrace ! 
With ber fair hands showering gracious 
gifts upon you, you will cease to — 
nay, you will forget the summer fled! But 
to you, sad hearts, who mourn a summer 
lost—a fair, fair summer of youth and 
hope and love—comes there ever ap answer 
to your restless questioning? For you. is 
there another summer, yet tocome? Oh! 
season, thrice blest, and long, long since 
ended, what conjurers spell of old, what 
Present's magic wand shall restore thee to 
us, pare and perfect, and unbereft of a 
sin ia charm? Thou, changeless Past, en- 
shrined in many a memory, how dare we 
whisper even to ourselves the hopeless 
trath? Jhon will never come again! 


— 


WHICH TO CHOOSE. 
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ty's 


**Wouldn't it be much nicer, Daisy, to 
marry « lawyer, doctor, or some other pro 
fexmsional man, who could always be dreased 
fine, than a farmer, who wears jeans and 
has to work out in the fields? 

That was asked me by « young lady of 
intelligence. 

** Well,” I replied to this young lady, and 
I repeat it to ali other young ladies, **1 think 
it would be much nicer, when you come to 
that, to let ‘em all slide, professional men, 
farmers and ali other sorts of men. Iam 
an advocate of single blessedneas myself ; 
bat if yoa are bent upon matrimony, why, 
then, tie to the farmer by all means. i've a 


clouds appeared to fall showers of 


the remains lay in the 
throng of citi d 


aged woman approached the coffin, and 
stood, with tearfal eyes, gazing on 











ONLY A PICTURE. 


be otmittea | WRITTEN POS THE GATUBDAT BVEEING Fear. 


| Onl . 
| ptetnse ‘of & woman, young and beautiful, 


heard some one say—** How 
say it is @ portrait? Ab! 


to 
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teur in the country. 

St. Petersburg is at present divided into 

two rival parties, the Pattiists and the Nils 

ists; the Emp is said to rank among 
the former, and the general operatic public 
among the latter; the press is pretty toler- 
ably divided. 

Artemnus Ward said of Chancer, ‘‘ He has 
talent, bat he can't spell.” 

“Old Talk-Talk” is what Mark Twain 
calla George Francis Train, who is now the 
happy occupant of a cell in the Tombs. 
Wieniawski is a wag. The Rubinstein 
troupe having had thin audiences at the 
Hub, he remarked, ‘‘Oar only trouble is 
lest if we stay in Boston much longer, we 
may become unaccustomed to appearing in 
public.” 

A Miss Schneider, of Liverpool, England, 

has had her feelings soothed by the er 
of $125,000 from the curate of St. Mary's 
Churoh for breach of ise of . 
That is about the heobtens | tA 
tion of grief known in the human heart- 
market. 
Stimulated by the heroic achievements of 
the Russian Grand Dake, a party of Eng- 
lish noblemen are coming over to this coun- 
try to hant the buffalo of the plains. They 
will also imitate the example of Alexis in 
hunting the top of the telegraph poles when 
the buffalo hunts them. 

Froude announces to the ap 
public, that he will not write a 
America. 

Mrs, Garibaldi, the second wife of the 
patriot, is thirty-five years old, and is de- 
scribed as a dark, handsome woman, with 
fierce eyes, and thick hair parted at the side 
of the head. 

“Virtue is its own reward,” has again 
been verified in the person ef Miss Addie 
Taylor, of Bridgeport, Connecticut. An un- 
fortunate Frenchman inadvertently took 








ve 
upon 


the small-pox. Miss Addie came to the 
rescue, looked after him in a and 
rather nice way, for the which has re- 


received from the Frenchman a pleasant 
$0,000. 

A Washington correspondent writes :— 
‘Imagine a rounded, yet slender girlish 
figure, a perfect oval face, transparent skin 
of creamy whiteness, large velvety dark eyes 
beaming with intelligence, soft brown hair, 
a delicately-formed nose, and a rosebud 
mouth, which discloses perfect 
teeth, and you have a it idea of Mme. 


A Paria dent argues that « mar- 
ried woman on stage exercises less mag- 
netism over an audience than a single wo- 
oan Soe, Se Se fact that she belongs to 
another, t brightest swoetest 
dimpies and most ot are for 
him, unconsciously diminishes ber inflaence ; 
and states in illustration that there were of- 
fered in Paris what were called Christine 
Nilsson watches, which had a great sale, but 
when she took a husband their d d so 
sensibly diminished that the proprietor 
changed their name. 

Adelina Patti has just had a memorable 
benefit at Moscow. It took place on the 
birthday of the Crown Princess. Before the 
performance commenced al] the Russian 
and Italian artists, including Patti, came 
forward in full dress and sang the Hussian 
Hiymn, which was if ly d 
The heroine of the evening then 
Amina in la Sonnambula, ber 











| being the signal for a perfect ovation. A 


corbetlle of flowers, containing a casket in 
which was a gold circlet ornamented with a 
star of diamonds, was presented to her, and 
the jewel placed upon her head. From the 
uets 
resents, the stage being literal! 
The finale was redemanded, and 


and other 
covered. 


daring the performance the p>pular prima 
donna had to return nearly a hundred times 
to bow ber acknowledgements. The night's 


which fell to Patti's share amounted, 


it is said, to over $6 000. 


Atter the death of Edwin Forrest, while 
parior of his house, a 











*kinder sorter weakness for bread and 
meat, and somehow | believe the farmer is 


that score, bat all others.” 

Gids seem to have the idea now-a-days 
that a man must not work, or dress 
either. A great mistake you've made, girls | 
Why, some of our best men dross in jeans; 
and—well, a man isn't worth a nickel that 
won't work. As to the manner in which a 
man dresses, be's *‘a man for a’ that.” 
maintain one can be as neat in a suit of jean 
as in b 

Unless a man wears fine clothes, kid | 
gloves, carries a handkerchief saturated with | 


been ideal. Ob, girls, dont judge men by 
—*‘all is pot gold that glitters.” 
if I were a roan I'd be a farmer—yea, and 








features of the deceased. 
the safest to trast to, not only for safcty on | oe 


| convulsively, “he was very kind to 
| my ebild!" 


| brow, 
woman was said to be 
voreed wife of the deceased. 


“Can I not have—oh! will 


me a little of his hair?” 


** Why, madam, that we cannot do. 


“We are very sorry, 
“Ah!” bursting into tears and 


Then walking again to the body 
cap tach, ea Gentine te oe 
Tans Gee Ge 
ra. 


—- —___ 


a young oy who is wasting L 

so » of your pape’s apd oi] at night stooped to 

—when be looks down on your bonay brown even teen ae atten, Gen he set in 

carls and aska, **Is this my litthe wife?” | the stem of the same jost miss 
I'd drop my eyes, smile sweetly, and | ing its intended mark. This delicate offer- 
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Fe>raary 15, 1*73.) 
STEAM-POWER | "Dash, tush, put the steel by, lad,” whis | epon what is miscalled “‘ the main chance” 
pered the widow. “ Dick has not had bis/ as though that could be “ chance” which 
' ge whisky this morning, and is not himeslf. | « man may acquire for bimeelf, if he be 
00 an 0 rin Come, let me show you your room.” | predent or mer: enough; or an if that 
» Robert Cheaney picked up his bundle and | chance were “the main” one in which self 
followed ber without even bestowing « glance | is alone concerned! No, it was not on his 
Wedding Oarda, Bil-Heads, at bie late an int. own scoount that bis heart leaped within 
Visiting Oa: da, Statements, ne pnb padi a peed | ALY ot 
Besiness Oards, Cirenlare, | Adentially, on their way up-stairs ; “if any- | b ry inded him of one with whom 
Booka, Chocks, hody else had offered to hart yow, he'd have | he could instantly share it. 
He untied his little bundle, and took from 


“Peek of Tie 


Pamphlet 
Paper Booka, 


Si. OTHER Printinc 7 aid the nds “tooo al 
aeviy 


personally or by letter te 
DEACON & PETERSON, 
319 Welnut Stree 


alte yd ty Deel 





The eune ber halr 
Fed down so uy 
A emall white hand upon my arm, 
What could | ask tur more 
1 


Than the kindly glance af lov eyes, 
As she kissed ‘me st the door? 


Who cares fur wealth, or land, of gold, 


Or fame, of matohices ? 
It dows not give the papetness 
Of just one little hoar 


And did this morning, 
As she kissed me at the door. 
At times 


To kise me at the door, 
Lf she lives till age eha!! scatter 
The frost a her 


I know she'll love me just the sam 
As the morning we were wed ; 
Bat tf the angels ea!! her, 
And she goes to Heaven before, 
I shall know her when | meet her, 
For she'll kiss me at the door, 


MURPHY'S MASTER. 


° 
BY THE AUTWOR OF ‘‘ LOST SIR MASSINGR ED.” 


CHAPTER III. 
MULVANEY Ss. 

The rest of their journey was soon ended : 
Marphy ed at an inn, where he saw the 
mare rab down and fed, with his own 
eyes, ere he took his young companion to 
the lodgings hard by, which Kavanagh had 
indicated. Malvaney's was an eating house 


flown at them just the same. Here's your 

.room, which is bat small; bat if 

you want anything, youdave only to same 
} it.” 

*‘Tabould like some ink, if you please,” 


** Ink ?" answered the widow, admiringty. 
* What! ean write, can you? y 
dat write his name to save his 
life!” 

“Pen and paper I have in my bundle,” 
observed Chesney ; ‘it's only I want, 


“TI thought from the first he was one of 
the quality,” murmured Widow Malvaney, 
as she went down-stairs; ‘his hair curled 

and now be 


soft-spoken, 
is for writing notes. I wonder whether it 
bl mother, poor led. He ain't 
of our own boys, who fall in love before 
, since 


domestic injustice and tyranny had warped 
a mind naturally sensitive enough to the 
claims of — and «et his feet on a far 
different path. f 

was bat little used, he was very susceptible, 
and Kavanagh's words and manner had won 
his heart, at a time peculiarly opportune for 
making a pact of friendship. Uaimpulsive 
himself, he had been attracted by the other's 
reckless confidence to a degree that astoniah- 
ed him, as he now reviewed in quiet the 
stirring events of tho past night. It was 
satisfactory, of course, that within a few 
hours from his volantary exile from his 
step-father's roof, he should have found a 


ae Nay, what price might he 
not have already paid for them? He had 
been seen by many in company with one 
who, even by his own account, had incurred 
the highest penalty of the law. He did not 
fora t believe him to be guilty in a 





of humble exterior, situated in a secluded 
street, whereof the houses were old and 
abled, and mostly built of wood. It had 
btleas been the residence of some rich 
and thrifty citizen in the olden time ; and it 
had been the pride of some Dame Margery to 
keep the oak well polished, and to see tht 
the sleeping.rooms smelled of dried laven- 
der. Bat me Margery had been dead 
these hundred years and more ; and if Widow 
Malvaney, who reigned in her stead, had a 
preference for any oderous herb above an- 
other, it was for enions. 
At the back of the great eating-room was 
a smaller t, used probably in an- 
cient times as the citizen's own parlor, from 
whence he — ~—. eye upon the 
rentices in the shop ; but now set apart as 
LY withdrawing-room for smokers: here the 
amell of tobacco and the reek of whisky de- 
voured, like an Aaron's rod, all other ra. 
** Well breakfast in the smoke-room, tell 
Misthress Mulvaney,” had been Marphy's 
first words to the girl who admitted them 
within-doors; and in this more private 
chamber their meal had accordingly been 
spread. While the travellers were 
—— justice to it, there enterei throu 
an inner door the p' herself, a stout 
and rosy-cheeked w, whom Mr. Richard 
Marphy—risin, + | from his chair and 
sweeping the k his hand across his 
lipe—at once salated with a very audible 


kias. 

** Be aisy, Dick,” said she, but so calmly, 
that the words were robbed of their rebuke, 
** and behave yourself before folk. Who is 
this?” 

oe = of the young masther’s,” an- 
swered Murphy. 

** Good! Then he is welcome, as, of 
course, are you, Dick ; though | am sorry to 
see you ere.” She looked around ber sig- 
nificantly. ‘‘ What's the matter now, that 
you must needs have a room with two doors 
to it?” 

** The very mischief's loose,” said Murphy ; 
**T mustn't talk about it even to you. There's 
nothin’ agin’ myself this time ; bat Chesney 
—that'’s the boy yonder--and me are to be 
quiet here till we have our orders. Oan you 
put us away up-stairs somewhere ?” 

** To be sure I can, if it was for a twelve- 
month. You shall have the front room, and 
Biddy shall leave hers and come to mine— 
that will give one to the masther’s friend 
It is but an attic, but—' 

**Any place will do for me, ma'am,” in- 
terru Cheaney simply. 

** Ob, he ain't a young prince disguised, if 
that's what you mean,” said Marphby, with a 
coarse laugh. 

** He's « sight better looking, and a deal 
better spoken, than ever you were, any- 
way, Mr. Imperence!" retarned the widow. 
7 You've been up all night, I reckon, my 
good lad, and would not be sorry to feel 
your bed, so I'll see that it is got ready for 
you” And off she barried. 

‘Youll not take your clothes off, boy, 
mind that,” said Marphy imperiously. ‘ Re- 
member what the young masther said; that 
you must be ready for a start at a moment's 
notice; and ll bould your tongue, no 
matter how the widow yonder may blarney 

um; and you'll swear not to leave this 

ouse, neither night nor day—" 

**I shall obey Mr. Kavanagh in every par- 
ticular,” observed Chesney hangbtily, and 
with a strong streas upon the name. 

“It will be your better plan, Master 
Smoothface, for the hour in which he comes 
to harm through faalt of yours will be your 
last, as sure as my name's d Marpby.” 

The color in the lads whole- 
some cheek, and his blue oyes flashed scorn- 
fully as he replied: ‘I have seen enough of 
one bully in my life, Mr. Murphy, to wake 
me very resolute against putting up with 
another. I was not afraid of your pistol, 
when you wanted to murder me poeayns 
your horse apd saving your life, and | am 
not afraid of your big words; so you may 
spare your breath for other ye aman than 
to threaten me. You have your agly 
band upon me twice—" 

* And I'll do it « third time, and te some 
So Murphy, as he rose to pat 

s words into effect. Chesney also rose, 
and snatched up a kaife from the table. 

** This is keepi uiet with a vengeance, 
Mr. Marpby,” exclaimed the widow, re-en- 
tering the room at this critical moment, and | 


moral sense; his own experience of life, 
which had somehow placed the sense of jus- 
tice in ition to obedience to authority, 


of you always—of the long 


your red cloak glinting throug’ 
stems ; I see the mighty elm in front of your 
cottage door, nodding to me, as in 
farewell. 
yea may be sure, bat to convince you that [ 
am still with you in my thoughts. Eoough 
of myself. I con@ade nothing has oocarred 
within these few hours to you, though so 
mach has happened to mo. It was a comfort 
to remember that the wind would blow the 
elm away from your roof, not on it. 
will be talking of nothing bat the gale to- 
day —I mean your mother and James will be 
doing so. 
seven o'clock when I write this), step-father 
will come in with the news that I have left 


hard times approaching for her. 
never get your poor father's place, unless he 
is more careful; I know he is suspected of 
poaching. 
no mu 

thing but a taste, in which we are forbidden 
to indulge. 
for him where I am going, I will let him 
know. 


ae fuagene Lizzy —-Little = => 
¥ bade you good-bye last night, 
should have nod nous bo toll you op Goen. 
I have met with a kind friend — whose name, 
for the present, you must be content to 
guess at. since he has reasons for its con. 
coalment—and I am in bopes be will pat me 
in the way of making my living. I cannot 
even give you my present address, for he is 
not at hand to give me leave to do so; and, 
besides, whether I shall be here even to- 
morrow is more than doubtful. You are too 
sensible, I know, to fret, when I tell you 
that I am going abroad —an uncertain wo 
you will say, and yet I have nothing to 
you more distinctly —e great way off, my 
darling —beyond seas. eB  , 
own wish, you know. Step-father was sel- 
dom right in word or deed as me, 
but be spoke truth (I feel) when used to 
that England wae, Op Pinte Oreo panes 
fellow who would make his way in the worl 
quickly; and I have the sweetest reason — 
have I not?—to make it quickly. I shall 
write to you whenever I can. I shall think 
summer days 
(that seemed so short) which we have t 
together in the forest glades; I see 
now in this where there ia not a tree ; 
I see the woods by our , with 
bh r ailver 


I do not write thus to pain you, 


You 


on, about eleven (it is only 


helpful friend, a temporary home ; and pos- 
sib i: career for the future ; but what price onecstie we} A. J pays ty 
ight he not have to pay for these undeubt- | yiow God bless her! I fear there are 


James will 

It seems hard, in a land where 
is inherited, to have been left no- 
If any opening shoald ocour 
I need not tell you to credit nothing 


inclined 


nagh himself, inde 
impressed him as 
an atrocity; but still bis fortunes 
dently become linked with that of a danger- 


to take this view ; while Kava- 
ndent of his disclaimer, 
ing quite in e of 
evi- 
rate man. The measure of 
at had been taken to insure 


ous and 
tion 
Eis new friend's escape from his pursuers, 


was, to say the least of it, a mg A= If 
Marphy had not prevented him, he, for his 
part, it is true, would have given warning 
of their danger to the helpless patrol, who, 
for all he knew, had met with their deaths 
from the fallen tree; but he had not done 
so, and he was now the willing companion 
of those who had caused the catastrophe. | . 
For all that be had ran away from home 
with nothing beyond what he carried on his 
backs, and with very hazy notions of gainin 
a livelihood, Robert Ob y was a sensibl 
lad, who looked matters in the face even 
when they 
ao 8 teas oe wane bo het posed to 
Kavanagh, to keep silence upon bis late ad- 
venture, that never entered into his mind ; 
bat be did ponder with ch vity 
apon the advisability of eutting new 
connections altogether. Marphy was abhor- 
rent to him, of course—a brotel copy of his 
own drunken step-father ; but there was this 
difference: from early association, bis rela- 
tive by marriage had obtained « certain as- 
far aw ag over him ; until quite recently, 
indeed, had never even resisted his cor- 
rection ; but as for this ny! savage (his 
thoughts were + ry unsavory epi- 
thets for him), g id not fear him one whit. 
His soeiety—so much of it, at least, as 
would be necessary for him to endure— 
would, doubtless, be distasteful to him ; buat 
his pride revolted against making this a 
important item in his calculations. 
And, on the other hand, he had taken some- 
thing more than a fancy for Marphy's mas. 
ter. Robert had met with gentlemen, and 
very grand ones, in his time—magnates of 
his own and other countries, who had shot 
in the royal k, under his step-father's 
dance, and for whom he had acted as 
ter or gamebearer; bat he had never 
seen so kindly a face, never heard such 
nile tones, as those of Frank Kavanagh. 
o doubt, the kindliness and gentleness had 
gained by contrast with the moodiness, and 
even ferocity, he bad also exhibited; the 
self-willed and passionate man has always 
that advantage over his more equable fel- 
lows, that when be does make bimself . 
able, it is all the more appreciated, like a 
clump of trees on a bare moor; and Kava- 
nagh bad showed bis genial side only to the 
boy, bis rougher attribates to others. More- 
oyer, he b trusted to his word, just os 
jough he had been a gentieman instead of 
a poor lad, and that in a matter of the 
gravest sort. It was a rash and reckless 
thing to have done in so serious a case, and 
on so short an acquiintanceship, as the boy 
himself could weil anderstand; and this 
endeared bis new friend to him all the more. 
Lastly, to have his vague plan for the future 
fasbioned for him into some practical » 
would, have been very welcome, even had it 
taken a leas attractive guise ; and this sugges- 
tion of leaving England and seeking bis for- 
tune in some far away region, ex sctly chimed 
in with his own longings. But perhaps 
what, more than anght else, finally decided 
Robert Chesney to accept, on reflection, the 
proposal which he had so hastily embraced, 
waa this trifling circumstance; as he stood | 
in the attitade for reflection, with 
one band tohing his head, and the other 
thrust into his breeches-pocket, the jingle 
of golden coin fell upon his eer With the 
ratte of oo 
chink of silver even he had some seqnaint 
ance; but to rat one piece of gold against | 
another had never yet fallen within his own 
experience. He pulled out the two sove- 
reigns which his patron had given bim to 
meke merry with, and gazed on them as an 
E-qaimeux gases on a clasp knife, or an 
Otaneitan woman on « looking-glass 
H is cheerful and ambition is seduc- 
tive; bat the possession of ready-money in 
the unaccustomed band is the realization of 
man's brightest dream. 














CHAPTER IV. 
& LOVE LETTER 

Two sovereigns to meke merry 
with! Ho had slipped them into his pocket, 
taking them for shillings, bis attention—to 
do him —being oceapied at the time 
with ing adieu to the donor; and he had 
not thought of them sines. How profitable 
should that service be in which such « sum 
was bestowed as the means of mere amuse- 








ment! “And yet Robert Cheapey's mind was 
not a grasping one, nor even unduly set 


thia Christ mas-tide. 
she will remember me; and before the re. 
membrance is worn out—who knows! —I 
may come home—I mean to your home —to 
remind ber of myself in person. 
get 4 | 
come by. 
There as 
reigns upon me ; and if it should come on to 
pour, in the tropics somewhere, I shall hold 
out my bat, tarn up my umbrella (a palm- 
leaf) the wrong ~~. and got thorougbly 
soak 


r he was familiar, with the jo the capitals. 


that step-father says of me; but see your 
mother is not mi I should be loath, in- 
deed, to lose the good opinion of one who 
has been so kind to me. A time may come 
when I may repay it; and, Lizzy, darling, I 
believe it will. I noticed yesterday how thin 
ber shaw! was got; give her this sovereign, 
with my dear love, to buy her a warmer one 
When she looks at it, 


How did I 
Well, never mind; it was honestly 
And don't think that I need it. 
been already a drizzle of sove- 


ed; then come back to England w be 


were serious. dried. Since you may like to know where I 


have kissed 
already feel your 14 


ia paper, I make a mark; I 
there, and tremble 


How grown you will be when I see you next! 


bat you will never be more beautiful in my 
eyes, for that is impossible. 
your sam 
do; I wil; and believe me always, for my 


I have got 
, with Trust in me upon it. I 


part, your loving sweetheart, 
Ropngat Cuxsney. 


I promised to tell you everything —even if 
it should not be good news, as you have 
to tell me. Well, my new friend 
& companion, who ig not ta 
sullen brute of a fellow, with w I may 
have some trouble; even he, however, has 
his point—an uanreasoning attachment 
to master, such as I have never seen, ex- 
in step-father's Fang. 
had the pen of a ready writer, but 
this note took him long to compose ; he was 
— by the nature of the case to say #0 
ttle about his own adventures; and when 
he wrote of Liazy, he had a way of lingering 
lovingly over the words, and even (as we 
have seen) of kissing them, which prolonged 
the process, He had done at last, however ; 
and having addressed the letter to ** Lizay 
Alston, Greet Lane Gate, Windsor Park, 
was about to get it ted, when he found 
his door had been Keoked on the outside. 
There was no bell in the room ; indeed, his 
habits did not lead him to look for such ; and 
he began to shake the douor-handle and kick 
the panel. 

* Hash, hash, in Heaven's name!" said 
the landlady's voice through the keyhole. 

** IT will not hash, was the lad’ angry re 
ply; “I will not be looked in, as though I 
were a spy and « liar.” 

**Mr. Marphy has gone out, and | suppose 
taken the key with bim; he will be back 


soon, and shall open the door, I promise you | 


No honest lad shall be kept « prisoner in wy 
hoase. 
want?” 

“I want this letter posted 

“Very good, Pat it ander the door 

**Oan | trast ber? theaght Robert, hewi 
fating. 

“I will not deceive you, my good lad, 
continued abe, guersing the cause of the de 
lay: ** 1 will put it inte the box with my own 
bands,” 


lit on the saperseription, and a smile spread 
over her good-natared face. “‘So he has a 
sweetheart, afterall, she murmared. **What 
lack itis for her to have a lover as can 
write! It would be something, now that 
my poor dear Miles is with the saints, to 
have an onld letter or two iu his own hand 
to keep by one 
Lor, Mr. Marpby, how 
you frightened me! What init?’ 

** Nothin’, sweetheart; only, | want that 
letter ;" and suiting the action to the word, 
Mr. Kavanagh's beuchman snatebed it from 
her, and retreated backward, holding it be 
bind hun, into the smoking-room, from 
which be bad suddenly emerged. 

Mrs. Malvaney's face grew two shade 
nearer scari t than heretofore. ‘ Kad soran 
to you, you thief!" oried she, following him 
quickly into the room. “Give me np that 
letter. Sweetheart, indeed! Your lipsshall 
never touch Bridget Mulvaney 's check again, 
if once youn break that seal. I'll tell the 
young masther what a mane sneak of « fvus 
ter-brother he has.” 

“Tesh, tush! its for his sake I do it, 
wowan. Yon lad is new to us all, and we 
know nothin of him. ‘The masther’s in troa- 
ble—sore tronble, that I dare not speak of, 
even to yourself, How much leas, then, 
should | trast « gossoon like that?” 

** How came you to trast bim at all, then ? 
imqvired the widow incredulously. * If he 
knows, be knows.” 

“He knows something, and is in « poai- 


In the meantime, what i« it you | 


She took the letter, and went down | 
stairs with it at once; as abe dul so, her eyes | 


bat | could never teach hiw | 


- 7 
tion to tell it, which is more than he should 


have been if I had had my way: bat you 
know what the young masther is —if he takes 
& fancy to man or woman, all's oat.” 
| “I believe the lad ts as trae as stool.” 
** That's because you're a woman, and the 
| young fellow is good-looking, like myself 
Well, he may be steel, = yet, without 
knowing it, he may have written something 
bere which woald totes Frank Kavanagh to 
the gallows.” 

“The gallows!” oried the widow, with « 
shudder. * Ig it bad as that, Mr. Murphy? 
and not a apy hor « gauger in all England to 
exouse the matter | 

“That is so, Misthrees Mulvaney; and 
gee ed best cat me Be mace questions 

point is this: though the lad up yonder 
knows nothing of the trouble, he owe of 
something that ned afterwards to a 
couple of dirty policemen that followed us 
on horseback.” 

“Ah, the blackguards!” ejaculated the 
widow ; ‘* bad tuck to them.” 

** Well, they hado't good luck, and that's a 
fact,” said Murphy grimly; ‘and if the lad 
has chanced to mention it to his frienda, 





they may pat two and two , and find 
out more than be has. in his pride 
at a private hotel, may have 


at ay 
written Muleaney’s at the top of the note, 
and it's very particular to keep our where. 
abouts dark for the present.” 

** There's something in that,” amented the 
widow, won over, perhaps, no less this 

pli ry y 4, te her 
ment, than by his 
needn't have anate 
hand like a footpad. Here; give it to me 
for it 's no more use to you than a mass. 
book to a monkey -and I'll read it out to 
you aloud.” 

“You 'll promise to read every word of 
it?” said Murphy, To and holding 
the letter high above his head; ‘and not to 
hide anything, out of softness for the lad.” 

** Tea, , | will,” anewered the widow 
impatiently. Torhaps sho was not altogether 
sorry thus to satisfy hor own ourtosity as to 
the contents of the young fellow's love-let- 
ter, under compulsion and without twinge 
of conscience ; and Marphy put it into her 
band. 

**Ha, there's money in the seal!” oried 
she; ‘and what a mane crature am I to 
moddle with it! He's sending hia sweet 
heart a bit of gold, just as my Miles, when 
he was courting myself, once sent me half a 
sovereign on my birthday, only it was stolen 
in the post. ‘My paauino Lizzy,’ it be- 
ns, just as bis did, saving my name was 
Sridget. Now, Murphy, if thero’s anything 
partioularly sweet in it, you must look another 
vey plazo, while I read itout. Now, silence, 
and be aisy, sir.” The last words had refer 
ence to a tender movement on the part of 
Mr, Murphy, who bad stolen his arm round 
her buxom waist, under pretence (somewhat 
transparent, considering that he ooald not 
read) of commanding a fall view of the let. 
ter, It wae ourions to watch the rapid 
change from excess of anger to theheight of 
good bumonr in these late antagonists, and 
the matnal friendliness that had taken the 
place of what had so lately threatened to be 
a very pretty quarrel 
Little did I think, when I hade you good-bye 
last night, that | should have great news to 
tell you #0 aon 

* There, didn't I say he was going to tell, 
the aneaking apalpeon !” ejaculated Teocste 
1 have met with a kind friend —whonse name, 
Sor the present, you must be content to guess 
at -sinee he has reasons for its concealment 
‘There, you see'" cried the widow tri- 
umphantly: “if you did say he was a going 
to tell, Dick, you were a liar.” 

**Woll, anyway, he's set a womar to guess 
at it,” anewered Marphy obstinately , ** and 
that's very nigh as bad ax tellgg.” 

/ cannot even give you my present address 
Sor he ia not at hand to give me leave to do wo 

“Come, what do you think of that, 

Murphy? 1s he not the broth of a boy, an’ 
as true as I told you?” 
*Bhe'll be coming after him, and find it 
out,” argued the other, donbtfully, ‘* There 
wasa Pagan woman ax did that onst, from 
Palestine, as had no other address to go by 
beyond London. Nothing stops them.” 

** Don't talk to me of your painted women, 





uments, *‘* Bat you 
the letter ont of my 


Mr. Murphy” 
** Pagan, Misthross Mulvaney Pagan,” 
exclaimed Dick, apologetically. ‘* There's a 


song written about it, as the young masther 
sings.” 

‘Then he ought to be ashamed of him- 
self, and you for listening to him. Listen to 
this, sir, and learn a lesson in good behavior 
from yon poor lad. How kindly he speaks 
of his Liazy's mother, as is oid and poor.” 
And she read the extract out approvingly. 

‘Sure, she ian't bis mother-in-law yet,” 
observed Mr. Murphy cunningly, ‘or he 
would not speak of ber tha/ way. Now, its 
ove of the many meritaas would make your 
wifa ge to any man, that your mother 
(reat her soul!) is with the sainta, and.” 

** Re quiet, Dick, with your flattery, and 
let me seal ap the gold again, and pul the 
poor lad's letter into the post.” 

* You are deceiving me, Bridget,” cried 
Marphy, with sudden sé@rivasness; “I can 
see it in your eye; you've not read vat all he 
mays.” 

* Well, it's jast the posteript, Dick,” ex 
plained the widow, with well-affected relno 

tance. ** There's nothing about the masther 
in Vat, I do assure you.” 

‘Tm the best judge of that, Misthross 
| Malvanoy, and I'll just tear the letter up 
| from top to toe, unless I hear it, so, there 
| * Woll, / promiaed to tell you everything, 
| writes he 

‘Ay, now ith coming!” said Marphy 
grimly ; “ them lads as haa learned to write 
pots the malin thing in their posteeripts, like 
the girls themael ves 

] promised to te'l you everything, even Uf it 
Well, my new friend 


has a 











| 


| should not be quod! news 
thats the yonog master, you know 

cumprnion, thola not m pleasant a sullen 

brute of @ feller (\bin in you Marphy,) with 

| whom [ may have some troulhk 

; “Well, thats lke enough!” ejaculated 

| Dick with « great oath 

** Tlush, bush, yo hatheo,” said the widow 


| rebukefully ; ‘‘ and only hear how he prainon 
| you after ward 
Coen he, however, hashis geet powat ‘here's 


ing attachment to his 


acon, ercept 0s 


for you) an unreary 
| master, euch aa 1 have new 
| 6 
| ‘That's well, any 
| Murphy, compla ently 
know where be fluds my eqad io that re 
spect — 
Except in atop fathe 
** The tmpadest youn 
be say that’ «exclaimed 
| his shock bead 
* Yeu, indeed, ho docs, you omadhawn, 
lanswered the widow, laughing heartily ; 
| end now you know what comes of pryicg 
intu other folk « letters 
| been letening to it all, and it» the listeners 
that never hearse any good of themae!vos 
Come, light me a candle, Mr. Fang, while I 
t grt the sealing wer and try te mend what 
| pever onght to have been broken ” 
| Doubtless, Mrs Malvaney well krew the 
}men with whom she was desling, or she 
would bave abstained from thas remioding 
|him of Robert Chesney s sarcasm, even if 
she had not concealed it from him alto 


ways,” exclaimed 
| 
adug Fang 

tiackgaard! does 
arphy, scratohiug 


gether; bat the fact was, that Marphy was | 


rather pleased than ctherwise with the testi. 


mony that bad been paid to the ens virtue | 


| on which he plamed bimself— his fidelity 

| though ilastrated by so homely a metaphor 
and regarded its author with no increas of 

| disfavor on account of it, but rather the re 


verse. A proof of this was immediately | 


forthcoming in his giving up the key of 
| Robert's attic to the widow, and bidding 
her tell him that (with the excepfion of the 





‘and Id like to! 


It is yon that have | 


fati of the previous night, to sleep, and 
u of remaining in his own apartment, 
without the solace of a single book, the 


young fellow was glad enough to take ad 
van of it Wi t being by any means 
afraid of the sturdy Irishman, be would not 
have sought bis sootety had it been avoid 
able, and, on descending to the amoke. room, 
it waa a relief to his mind to find it empty 
The time, however, bang very heavily on 
hie hands; he had really nothing to do but 
wateh the company in the coffes-room from 
behind the ou of the glase-door, They 
were a motley orew, and ran from the 

fe tn the recsipt of wages, down 
to the linenloas wight who was spending his 
last copper in a ge of whisky, bat they wore 
all of one ty that of working (or pre 
tending-to.work) Irish. They all seemed to 


brought in 
mid-day, but she did not dine with him ; 
doubtless, Murphy 


i 
: 
: 


F 
i 
i 


vaney, and vert, were alt 
in the lite room, when the 
of a broadsheet sacllor was heard in the 
street. 

*Phere’s news of some sort,” observed 


the widow, * Listen!” 
“Ite nothing,” said Murphy, roughly, 
and making an unnecomsary er with hia 


knife and fork ‘' These fellows always tell 
a parcel of lies. If you were to bay his 
paper, it would be only money thrown away; 
there would be nothing in it.” 
“Still, it oan oot nothing to listen,” 
argued the widow, “Its Marder. Hark!" 
or warning was unnocoasary, for, urged 
either by an instinct of imitation, or by a 
curiosity that overwhelmed all other con- 
siderations, Murphy himself was now strain 
ing his ears to catoh the fragmentary news. 


Horrible murder 
hamshire murder and 
mounted policemen.” 


‘What is it?’ ingutred Robert, rising 
eagerly from his chair. His ears were an 
used the sing-song atyle of the street 
newsman, but the Gret words and the last 
had fallen on them diatinetly enough 

“It in murder and suicide,” said the 
widow; “bat there was also something 
about folks on horseback. Here are some 
coppers; ran out, my lad, and buy a copy.” 

** Give them to me, and I'll buy it,” said 
Murphy, snatohing at the money; ‘a boy 
like that is sure to be made to pay twice aa 
much an it is worth;” and he went out ac- 
cordingly 


murder in Hucking- 
‘eude— hoveeback 


(TO BF OONTINUED 


—_——-—_— 


WERTZAL THE SCOUT; 


The Phantom of the Black Hills. 


WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAT BVENING POST, 
BY OAPTAIN OARNES. 


After an hour's time the party paused to 
rest. Tho rain was now pouring heavily, 
much to Wertzal's delight, as it woald ob 
literate all traces of their footateps. Bat it 
was close upon morning now, and heading 
toward a ravine, or rather Assure among the 
hills, they deemed it expedient to wedge 
themselves into this retreat, and await the 
coming of another night. 

Emily suffered much from her scanty 
clothing being soaked with water, but the 
awoot nenne of liberty buoyed her sonal above 
a realization of morely temporal discomfort 
She reclined againat the ould, hard walla of 
the crevice like aperture, tearfully, grate 
fully returning thanks to God continually 
for her deliverance, The stony projections 
wore as pillows of down. She had no 
thought either to eat or drink, only as the 
scout urged apon ber the necessity of retain 
ing her strength 

They must put another night's travel be 
tween them and the oyre’s lair before it 
would be safe for Dicky Ww start on ahead to 
procare horses of « tribe of vagrant Crows 
which they had notice! among the hills to 
the south ward 

“Ob, dear Heaven!’ exclaimed she, 
softly and reverently, ‘“‘how aweet ia this 
evening air. Lean never soffi vently adore 
my Maker, por reverence you, dear friend 
one balf enough, for removing me from 
that loathsorne— that ten times worse than 

| savene, captivity. The strongest, bravest 

mind muat finally yield to sach surronad 
lings. Had dying hop» been entirely eatin 
| wuished, | must have beoome @ maniac for 

life. Lead on down these rogged hills 
| neither scare nor bruises will givS me morte 
than momentary tneasiness ” 

With silent and rapid steps they started 
out beneath the now clear and star-beaminy 
sky Hat the graw was tell and «poke of 
ambash, and wavering columns of smoke 
noticed by the scont, warned! them that th: 

plain was plentifally supplied with beaour 


fires 





* Now,” eaid Wertzal, oh the morning of 
the seroond day, ** Du ky, you take thin ere 
pouch,” prodacing from some inner recep 

| tacle a leathern bag of qnite ample dimer 
sions, “‘and starttof among the Crows to 
trade hose I expect the vayatones hain't 
gut nothing but hose frames, with some 
party dry hide stretched over the j nts 
eanse them ar tloody Sian an KK omanch « 
hev took ther Bible ceth, that a Crow shant 
grow no decent hoss flesh in ther diree ton 


| an’ dont yer give all the knives an’ beads 
in thar far what fowsile ye procure least 
| wise, what yr wit will atan « lively chance 
| ter die, an’ will bev ter be replaced ty other 
bones afore we git inter the settioment« 
Look sharp, Dicky 

"Me trade hos 


munch trade with Inj 


afore yah You po tellee me look sbarp 
yon, Wertzy,” and the half-treed Aoished 
‘with « knowing wink ‘Crowe no have 
mach boss git alung to next emoke — did 
jaume odder heap brave moving ap yer 
der fish now Git som boss onter thar 
)yab ooh'” slapping the jinghog ponch 
* Vas, yer git two howes outer that are 
wallet, if not three, an dont yer lose ther 
| rewainin’ notions, neither; well be likely 


ter want an other trade 

Kabber Dick departed on hia mission, ar 4 
the scout advised Emily to he down upon the 
ground in the shelterof the bush where they 
were Wawail their Companions retart 
he kept sentinel watch for lurking foos 

‘Short rations, gull,” eal the veteran 
“and § guess it wonld be as well to roll 
what we hev as a sweet morsel under the 
| tany, far I daren't leave ye to git « bit ov 
game.” 


Bulle 


public room) he was free of the house,| ‘'! don't care for anything.” she said, re. 
ey = ferbidden to place bis foot outside | tarning the bit of dry venison" please eat 
the door, Thies was not « great range of | it—yon are bangry and I am not.” 

liberty, but unable notwithstanding the “Yor mast go harves, little gall, thar's 





| 





face, and memory reasserted its power 

“For yon, Wortzal, you Tl do anything 
for you 

* Thats a nice child drink 

“Naf, nuff eroclaimed Dicky, drawing 
the canteen from ber fevered lips. ** Lay 
ber down no speak much all day  aleep 
heavy 

It proved as the half reed «aid Keatly's 
| inewkerent watterings died away, and white 


as aliy abe ley, breathiow heavily until the 
sun bed ran his long summer day's Journey 
and had gone to bed behind the curtains of 
the weet She then awoke free of pain, bat 
weak end with swtmuing brat 

* Yer mind ain't foggy now '" qaestioned 
the trapper 

“Not a particle when are we going to 
move forward? 

“ Dreetly Dieky's gone arter hie bow 
blocks By mornin, if yo ker it to rile 
all might, well bee tity the poste whar we 
left our howse as ta hime and then yer 
know well break up the ruilin Gata inter 
rey la’ pac + 

Por the fiot few milea the half breed was 
obliged ty tide behind Eaily th or'er to 
held her on to the horse, bat the clear air 
and woulerful freedoa fr © unleriog 
ludians restored ber in part ree!f, aud 
} the aniiuals being, liked sing d etter 
than they locked, quite a 4 sof ground 
eas gotten over befor faylipht Jist at 
that time, howewer, wh they thought of 
eauptog down tor y er: destined t 
lhave qarte a fright aused by tt wacddes 
appearance of twa aveyges charging dows 
upon t nh the ludia i iiarly ja 
prompt ety! 

Hut toey proved to t ly two shal? 
Cr wethathad po reistently ?f aodthe party 
with the hope either of m red ellg 
abie te thiewe from them 

“Pf we were ten wu « further , aail 
Werteal, with « leer Id giv a fee 
ouppers » steal back t fur we 
runt great resk ter cviiialion to tara 
em beome on the fate A mat ld eomaauit 
att ove ev the oriiters without half 
tryst Sie un ama! stage shoalll ev 
theae f ars starn tu tf eoald ‘ throagh 
the olf barve bk) an ash wedge, farh 

Doky wave vent to anvther guttaral gaf 
fav, aut by ferocious ges#tienlation and 
epluttering ia the Uro® lacgusge made the 
braves understand “No trad no trede 

































































































conei lerable ov « ride ‘tween here an’ the 
settlomentas.” 

Bhe objected no more but ate as he re. 
quested 

Dicky on his retarn at early evening fell 
inte diegrace as « trader 

Werteal looked at 
hamped ap eyebrows 

Lean, sorry nage they were, He walked 
eronnd and around them, anmindfal of 
Rabber Dick « malicious leer 

“Ta these ere fossule what the Orow 
nashan call hones?” 

La Yah ” 

* Ther Crow, 2 « savage, ken be excused, 
but its a mean libel on the animal boss to 
call these ere frames by the same no-man- 
clutter, I might not git alorng es faret, per. 
haps, bat | coald ride en easy on my apring 
baok jack-knife, an’ po more of bein 
-- aye up to the frook collar than ef I 

ter mount ome er these remnants ov 
beast,” Dieky pat his hands om his hipe 
with a guttural gu@aw. 


the with 


animals 


“You that--an' you make 
straddies with thom same frames, ‘et 
big Orow party come up--tradee more.” 


ap yere--co. I no likes 
now. 
“My hat on that; but we must make an 


e@ort 
“Go down stream yonder —Orow's come 
“Mime --> —Y rough riding, and al 
e night in 5 
— to halt y daybreak in « 
ittle ravine re the “ fossals” sould re- 
fresh their frames with a bite of 
It was during this reat time thet Beaty 
© aes ot eS oe 
two of fier. blased 
eee +H noe od . 


ter be took with fever, it's an 

tain. She's been brang up keerfal 
life, an’ this ere roughin’ it wil be 
likely to break down her constitation. 
she git- a fever as ll All ber mind with 
lines, she'll make too much noise fur 
benefit, I." 

With a sharp ory Bmily sprang up 
her troubled sleep. *“ Where am I? 
called, looking wildly around ber. 

* Vor with Ticadn ohild.’ 

* Hat where?" 

** Under the big dome-—don't yer know 
we're reatin' a an’ then are guine to 
head for Barketon.” 

“Oh,” she said, amiling, ** that's it, thank 
you ;” and she laid down again, murmering 
softly to hernelf. 

** That's bad that is sartainly bad. The 
obild ia burnin’ up with fever. Hesky as it 
ia we've got ter move ahead, by night she'll 
be yellin like a wild-oat, that 
wuat kind of typhus. I seed her tongue was 
a leetle black this mornin’. 
don't yer know of enn 
hereabouts that will kill 
on the gall?” 

**Way beck thar be som sum what yor 
call it--break ap bad fever. Iojina kill fever 
with it” 

** Wall, fur Heaven's sake, let alone hunt 
ing far game hanl yer belt in around yer 
griat-mill, and bring ia some er the staff,” 

In two hours the half-breed returned with 
a handfal of wild herbs, which they hasten 
ed to steep in « hurriedly built fire, using 
Wertzal's eanteon for a dipper. 

** Heap poison,” said Rabber Dick, emell 
ing of the villainous decoction, ** little drink 
do well—heave ap.—nather, sweat — too 
much -stifen, no care mach ‘bout settle 
munt.” 

** Aye, then you see that she drinks jast 
enough. Oome, leetle all, drink this b 
atoll so an to fool like ridin purty svon.” 

“What?” asked Emily, drowsily 

“Yor want ter got inter the settlemant, 
don't yer?” 

** I don't care much now.” 

“Yea, yor mast keer. + Come, you drink 
this’ 

She obediently awallowed « portion of the 
liquid. Ina few moments violent vomiting 
followed. The second draught she stub 
bornly refused to drink 

‘Im so sick so sick now,” she kept re 
peating 

* Likely, child, bat yor mast take it so a 
ter feel better * 

* Oh, I don't care now,” she wearily re 
tarned 

** Bat yer do keer for me, gal! yer don't 
want ther pitehwigs ter .culp me an’ spile 
my beauty 

A half unconacions amile flashed over her 


+ 


ri 3 


if it's the 


in sickness that's 


ihey went off reluctantly, lov.tug with wist- 
ful eyes at their steeds 
*Sartain, ye shell bev ‘em pitchwigs. 
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Gall ter-morroe night an take yer own an 
4 weedy A afore ye ve rid « 
male, by apecter Olin pas - 
They deemed it edvinable after an hours 
te ereep on agein, for Emily wee too 
too thin to allow of any 


i 
E 
F 
{ 


hours before be retarned in extreme haste, 
*foasil” in regalar Indian 
manner, He reported « party of Cbeyennes 
heading directly toward them, having, bo 
oats, sighted them from some rise, in the 
morning 

How many, Dicky’ 

” oe heap, se many, holding up the 

them) of his left band 

“=; sank faint eed trembling upon the 

* Doel yer be skeered.” said the soout, 
“in woald C @ surprisin thing ever to cross 
these big Gate withoal « soramme What 
do yer think ov their state of mind, Kubber 
Dick.” 

* Big blotebes and streaks ov b'ack and 
red much feather mach rings round eyes 

Vea, yer trade-mark bowels jearnin 
fur sorape ev white mest. What yer pur. 


i 


** Get beck wher thars holes in ther rocks, 


yeader show fight pat equew beck, an 
*“Geod, good, Dicky ye ve gut blood in 


! Ef wehev te fight, we will ob? 
ertaal explained to the terrified girl the 
necessity of retreating the wey that they 
hed come for the distance of eoveral miles, | 
eo 08 te reach « broken spur of «line of foot | 
hilla, whieh 
Ba 


- 


F 


might afford them « hiding | 
paace 


& they had not ridden half the distance 
when the tufted heads suddenly lifted abuve 
distent clevation, which brought loth par 
im sight of each other. 

We can't git nowhar with these foasils. 
an’ I don't like fur them to see us trying lo 
retreat. Right about-face, Dicky, an’ wait 


for ‘om to come up. Ef they hed meant fight | ona. 


fast they'd ev kept @ leotle closer an come 


ap at wight.” 
The half-breed shook bis head, dissent | 


5 oare creepee much five big warriors 
eatiwo up” 

** Yer may be right” 

The chief of the party now role a little in 
advance of the others, and when at & proper 
distance eriended his two arms to their ut 
most, in token of pacifico intentions The 
old scout standing boldly apright, also went 

with some pantomimic gestures, 
ye carefully layi his interpreter 
within reaching distance, be awaite:! further 
developments, The eutire party of ive war 
triers decked in their Sanday best, din 
mounted, and sjuattied in « half circle, while 
Wertasal, well aware that the entire perform 
ance was a farce, solemnly lighted his hage 
mortar of « pipe, and having teheon an enor 
mous whiff puffed It out slowly, and passed 
the pipe to the next one, he, in turn, o8 
tended it to his brother red, and so it went 
the rounda 

These preliminaries gone Uirough with, 
the ladian hackster proposed atrade lnoky, 
who was interpreter, wanted no trade, an 
hese they would sel! their bores This, of 
eourse, they wouldnt dv Wertsal gave 
them a plag of tobacco alleround and they, 
either thinking that he was possessed of 
more valuables than he would own, of else 
eager to get inte a quarrel probably the 
latter showed their feelings by angry 
g@rante sod scowls Finally, the cbiel 
probably the buffoon of the party proposed | 
giving « horse for White sjuaw 

“You sealy neverenudin aloriginal’ go 
ter yer ancestral shades and ewaller yerself 
yer don t know ther rules ov civiiieation, do 

er’ 

’ Dicky readers this inte (ueyenne, thas 

* He no trade, sechem «qaaw no his ter 
wade you no taikee mach be no trade 


le big medicine man. He see Wa oon dah 
in big bille youder talkee much «eum than 
der thar, (ireat Apirit took one eye see 


too maeh both see thar an ther = Irjine 
be live he have both eve 

Hat the savage, an adept in lies and de 
ception himerif, believes none too much of 
what is told him, therefore Dicky's flery ex 
planations are met with derisive grunts 

“Whar git pale face sjuaw asked the 
ald sachem 

* We oon dab send ber 
fort. Wacom dab seod her 

The warrior evineed unbelief, and Dicky 
grew angry = He rattled out « feroe chatter, 
he bent over and rallied bie hands back and 
forth, yelling “1 no lie Wa con dah send 
eyGew inte fort be takee Ler he takee ber 

barrrwoot 


he takee ber iato 


* Vas, | meanter, Dicky but I calkerlate 
thar ll be some oppersition oF opinion 
However, another smoke went round, and 


the braves mounted aod rode sulbily away 
“Cope off mad eh?! 
* Trey come back 

Mean ter hav squae 


ovulns 


back ter night 


“God have mercy efeculated poor 
Kmily 

“We're good fur that number,” Wertsal 
enovuraged her “lf they dont git re 
eruile bul weve gul ter move beck to « 
biding bole 


Peeing eure that they were watohed from 
some stealthy ouvert, they etill sought for 
some oaveor natural earthwork which might 
eBurd safety and allow them the better to pr 
tect themeclves Inte suck an sperture they 
orept « litte past noon, all parties beginni 
bow to feel the gnawings of banger, an 
hetther man daring to veutare off in quest 
of game, lest be might be tatercepted sod 
eaptared oo his retarn A® thene prepara 
tone went on, Emily s feelings were such 
thet we forlear atters) ting to describe them 
A sickening foreboding thet she never was 
to be reanited tw any cf her friends again on 
earth Glied ber mind 

“Don t give up,” obeerily called the scout 
“meen lickys been tp wuss Ozes than 
a) hev sede every lime 

“ Bat, my t friend, there al 
@ last time.” a 

“ Likely as not bat the Injin ain't born 
yit as te gwine ter bill me, an im the some 
— ef bee born d rectly, teint 

ely I shall allow myself ter be fastrated 
an measured an pul ter bed by « baby 


ay 
Bet Wertesls real opinions of the case 


“ Babber Dick, ef we expect ter do much 
2=> allowance, it's beet to lay 


7S | 


econ ef however, in the fact that he 
hed found os at the back of the 
crevices, winding a subterranevas pensay~ 
for quite « distance back in the revise, on.) 
letting them vu! almost into the chasne! of 
tbe stream 
“Why we no 
dart? eo wait ? 
“T've a better plan, Rabber Dick. We 
can't do nothin’ ef we git out. We might 
run kerwhack inter em at fust start. Agin, 


of whee it come 


| we can't git powhar with tham funsils, an 


only two on ‘em at that.” 

* Give oat big plan —you have heap plan 
in ugly old bead, Werts — give vut pian 

fie sovat complied 

“They've hung roand an’ watebed us, 
they've seen this ere very bole inter which 
we ve driv ourselves, an’ they ll wateh far us 
te come vat. Now, then, theyll bev thar 
hoeses handy, an’ while yer amuse em bere 
in front, Im gwine ter git out ev the reer 
entrance with the gall, an’ surruptitiously 
borry Usree ev thar best hosses, leavin you 

you gote perchase fellar to show em « 
clean par ev heels an’ jine us about forty 
degrees south ov this lair 

“Au bt! You do that thing, 
ewart ole Werts you heap smart 

** Wall, Dicky, I ain't aguine ter say but 
that sum ev them red lice is smart, bu: thar 
piteh knots don't kiver ser much tind sam 
times as sleeps in a white fellar's garret. 
I kalbkeriate this is ter prove the most strater 
getic feat ever scoomplished on these ere 
flats east ev the Kuckies. 

The two men busied themselves for some 
time in bringing loose rocks tw the mouth 
of the cavern, so that af the right time 
Dioky ovuld block up the way binder 
inetapt pureait. 

lid ne fear that the subterrapeso 4 
might be known to their besiegers enter the 
old scout's mind? Not one, as he had had 


you 


too many big lifts on the stones in the | 


| 


yer before daybreak.” 
Her pony, bys blow from 

Wertzal’s Unite handle, ye ay! 

the line of 


fixing in his the exact where the 
mavages would wheeled into 
eover and awaited » 

¥ can't be bat two,” reasoned he, 


*‘ leastwise tham ar fuasuls could never bring 
them pitohwigs at that pace.” ¢ 

Croaching close in the shadows what was 
his amazement tw bebuld two animals gallup. 


Liat mo sooner were they throagh the bash 
into the open land beyond, then up leaped a 


form « one of them, whose bent tion 
aan peeeen 





lain 

Intent upon the Indian, the scout drew up 
his rifle within range, and was j ast on the in- 
stant preparing to fire, when the *' ob .-r-r-r 
ip-ip-ip,” of Kabber Dick, sent his arm down 
with a qaiver 

What if he had fred? From the bush 
he anewered Dickys bird-call in a very 
base male-bird tone, and then shot from the 
ouvert and overtook the balf-breed. 

** Japiteer Olimpus! ye ve played a cater 
game I dared to. How d'ye do it?” 

** Waited for a big choke, then scrambled 
out and made a Stumbled inte boss, 
cotch him an' ran. Yah--ocoh!” 

** Wall, wall! by all the saints in ther cul- 
lender, an'l cum jist the nearest a workin's 
bole in the lappell ov yer right ear—ear- 
tain.” 


* Thought maybe old One Eye in the 
bush—see me, Injin, with blind side.” 

* An’ so yer lopped over?” 

* Yah!" 

‘Now, then, we've got ter find the . 


blecked.ap way to think that ite whereal!,outs | I expect she's gone by ther board ; bat she's 


had previously been ascertained by either | hung on amazin’. 


all, ov all ther games! 


white man vor savage. The hours of early | (ome on, Dicky, let's fad the y 


evening silently away. Nothing was 
heard distinctly by thoxe hidden in the 


cavern save the voice of the stream at the | 
| bottom of the ravine, Alternate hope and 


fear distracted Emily's mind, yet she fore. — 


bore to question ber experienced oom . 


** What yer kalkeriat's up, Dicky?” whis 
pered Wertzal 

* Den’ no po thing stir below thar’ in 
the same tone “yah '” 

This ejaculation was called forth by the 


|andden falling from above of some dry 


and other rubbish It might have 

eon slid off by the foot of a wandering 
animal Hardly, however, as wore fol 
lowed 

* Lhave it now,” whispered the scout, in 
the same cautious tome ‘they re above 
over the moath ov the cave, and air ont ov 
reach, while they build a barnfire at the 
entrance” 

* Yah! yer move soon 
you.” 

“Not quite 


fire blace up show 


is south ov 


The openin 


] here, shind a knoll as ‘ll be in the sbaddr 


I kalkerlated on it at ther time. They must 
wit airnest to work here afore I yit a chance 


tw stam je thar hosses. Ver to fire once 
in a while an’ yell out ter me, au at laret, 
when I steal off with the gall deo yer think 


yer good fur the sittywation? hen ye jine 
us’ Ef ye can't, | ewar Ill stan the chance 
with ye. 

**Me lived « heap while on yer plains 
ho oatohee yit.” 

** He keerful, an of we yet started right, 
well travill.” 

Down shot a burning arrow into the heap, 
for a moment lightiag ep the mouth of the 
cave, bat more brash falling, the pungent 
smoke began to find ite way iuaide 

** That « hevin a pipe a piece an pattin the 
amoke tergether, | reckon,” facetionsly ob 
served Wertzal, and then taking Emily's 
hand he whispered ‘* (ome, little gall, we ve 
got ter try an’ git eont ev thie, We oan t git 
away on the perpendicaler, nor on the bort 


sontail, but must try the senisarkle, least 
“ise, we ve got ter go off on oor bands aa 
knees. I'll lead, an yo ken but tank yer hed 


agin my heels, while 11) stan’ a amart chance 
ter bev some confusions of ther rkall 

Dreaifal thoughts suggested thouselves 
to Emily's mind What if there were 
another passage and they should accident 
ally euter it and wind off into other unes 
we regions, but it was not a great time 
vofore ahe heard the brawling of water ia 
frout of them, and Werteal calling out « 
whispered ‘‘balt, thrust bis head outside 
to reconnoitre, He then crawled vat of the 
flat opening and drew bis companion along 
with bim 

‘Be still an awift ov foot far a few 
minnite,” he whispered, and hugging the 
shaduwse of the valley, they had passed 
fifty yards from the ravine when the scout 
spoke again 

* Crouch clus down in ther graas an don t 
yer make eany noise till | oum, ef its tll 
doomeday.” 

She was only to glad to drop ber trem 
bling limbs apom the earth, and Werteal 
disappeared Although moments seemed 
hours to ber, the old bere was not long 
absent, and he returned with wore speod 
Ubee caution 

For some time there had been the cova 
sional discharge of a rifle at the mouth of 
the cave, and the scout knew that Dicky 
evuld bald oat but « little while longer 

Emily bad no idea of all that had oc 
curred in the brief absence of ber oom 

Well for ber futare dreams that 
she did pot olairvoyantly see the huge 
figure creeping upon the solitary savage 
that guar the horses There was no out 
ory im the night to tell why the bridle 
dropped from «a dead Indians hand, but 
Werteal had returned with three sleek Ip 
dian ponies, upon one of which be was 
mounted lle ewang the trembling girl 
upon another, and whispering to her to hold 
on for ber life, be bagged Clome to the back 
of the bill and got away as rapidly as pro 
dence woald allow 

The occasional fring had ceased, the fire 
on the ch@ wae dying down aud « savage 
yell proclaimed that the red flends had 
ober upon the cave, aud, as they sup 
ry the smoke blinded and half suffows 
ted inmates. Wertsal now spurred back to 
the stream, and ranping his arm through 
the bridle rein of the spare borse he thrust 
Emily's steed in fromt of him, and again 
urging ber to cling to the animal be gave 
the beast a stick with the tof his kuife, 
as these creatures a decided disin 


| 


Before they hai ridden a mile they found 
the pony coming beck to meet them ; but it 
was riderl A sudden terror filled the 
minds of both ma. 

** What has happened to her ?" 

** Fell off,” anawered the half-breed. ‘' Find 
her soon.” 

‘Take keer of the animals, an’ I'll git 
on afoot and look fur ber.” 

Bat she bado't been thrown. She had 
found herself too weak wud dizzy to bold on 
longer, and had slipped off before a fall 
might injare ber severely. 

* You're little an’ you're light,” said Wert- 
zal, ‘' an’ bows flesh is plenty. Take ber on 
with you, while I take along these cattle.” 
This was to Dicky. 

They made so good work with the fresh 





| and fast Indian horses, that when the sun 


came winking up the east they were within 
mit miles of the out-poat, 

The first remark that Wertzal made, ex- 
copting when from time to time the half- 
breed changed himself and his burden to 
the back of « fresh horse, waa 

“What de yer spose tham Kians hev 
done with our fossula?” 

** Bole ‘em to ther buzzards, maybe,” was 
the meaning reply. 

Hefore the san was very high they had 
reached the out. post. 

‘An’ well take two hanches ov buffeler, 
several sirlines, an whatever else the plains 
affords,” was Wortzal's answer in regard to 


} an invitation to breakfast with the officers. 


' 


| wanderers 


** Gite aa a regular buzzard gorge.” 

Emily was coared into eating what, at 
firat, it seemed she could not swallow, and 
the effects of the stimaulaticy food was soon 
apparent. She was ready to move forward 
again in two hours'time. The scouts here 
took their own horses, and choosing one of 
the best ones which they had brought in for 
Mra. Armetrong, they left the others with 
the soldiers, facetiously remarking, that if 
the Kians or Crows or buzzards called for 
them, to have them branded U. 8., and re- 
fuse to recognize other claims. 

The garrison had heard from a runner or 
courier at Barketon that Wertzal and 
Kubber Dick were bringing Emily in, and 
the inhabitants, men, women and children 
formed in pr , and, headed with a 
fife and dram marched forth to meet the 
A squad of cavalry, led by Ben 
Burke and Mr. Vickey, reapectively fifer and 
drummer of the occasion, first wade their 
appearance, closely followed by the fuot 
people of the place, not excepting detach. 
ments of noisy light ia suntry. 

The sight was too much for the half- 
breed's excitability. He and his beast at the 





| mame time lost all control of their nerves. 


The mare began to whirl—to lift ber fore 
feet, and rock her bead, at which Dicky 
leaped bolt upright upon ber sleek and 
graceful back, and together they rushed to 
meet the delighted spectators. 

‘Lord's massy! ain't the poor gall hed 
enough to cumflusterfy ber without this 
here outpourin to meet her ’” 

This muttering of Wertzal was the first 
intimation that Emily had had of what the 
strange procession meant, and her heart 
struck ap for a moment a throbbing in per- 
fect unison with the beats of the dram, and 
then suddenly stopped, while her eyelids 
drooped slowly, and her pale face became 
ashy haed to the very lips. 

The old hero reined quickiy abreast of 


her, end swinging his arm abont her, held | heart go ‘ 


her inanimate form against his rough old 
breast. 

Catherine and Ben's wife received the 
faded, bedraggled lily in their arma, while 
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LOVE IN THE WOODS. 
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A Jaly morning cua | red its 

fall | mer yar ft fie the Seu Water 

| Gap, and « few stray beams into 
pleasan 


—= t upper rooms of the Kit- 
tatinny . ite cooupant in 
Sood cf auke tee Guede 


romantic beginning, but as the sun evinced 
least sign of embarrassment, bat 
rather gazed in 
with a pecaliarly t and benignant e1- 
pression of countesance, receiving a jovial 
** Good-moraing, old fellow,” from that in- 
dividual, I suppose we will have to pass the 
| cireameatance over lightly. 
A cursory glance arvund the apartment 
might have led one to saappose that this 





“s ’ young gentleman was one of those parasitic 


animals peculiar to watering places and 


but fickle maid ** Fortane, had lavished her 


seek his living otherwise, he had given fall 
| away to his nataral inclination for the arta, 


reputativn of [| 
or any other of those grand o'd Italian mas- 
ters, bad in an amateur way acquired no 
lite knowledge of and goolicheney in bis 
pet art. 

So much for his cocupation. He had al- 
sey | risen and donned his and was 

in contemplation of « flossy yellow | 
moustache which was reload hs the 
looking-glasr, when he was caused to start, | 
and utter a somewhat hasty though remark. 
ably expressive exclamation, by a sadden 
about of * Halloa, Anthony,” p ding | 
from the doorway. Turning around he per- | 
ceived what you or I might easily have mis- 

ition of the * great up- | 
f, bearing in one hand a towel 
of which it was a use, and 
in other a pair of newly poliabed boots. | 

“I may, Authony,” began the apparition, | 
using the towel between , “a party of 
ladies and gentlemen are to pay a visit 
to Caldeno Falls this morning, will your 
ro ‘al hioh A, At y us?” 

** Ladies did you say?” cried Will, 

** You, certainly,” was the answer, acoom- 
panied by another vigorous application of | 
the towel. 
+4 Jove, Harrington, go? why, old fel. | 














d go a handred miles with one of the | 
banging on my arm, thatia, you know, | 
ahem! provided they are destingw ;" and our 
redoubted ladies’ man placed bis thambe in | 
hia vest and looked very dignified indeed. 
“Ob! ho! you old Adonis,” said Harring- 
ton, *' I know you better than you do your- 
self; why, you would walk ten miles in a) 
thunderstorm for anything in the way of | 
gossamer, but, by the by, Will,” be added, a 
aly twinkle liybting bis bright blue eye, ** fou | 
haven't been introduced to that Miss Canova | 
yet, bave you? quite a belle, I'll introduce | 
you myself this morning “ | 
“Will you?’ cried Anthony, and was | 
about to embrace his friend for joy, when 
that individual uttered the very trite ubser- | 
vation *‘ by Jove,” and suddenly disappear. | 
od, followed by an explosive burst of merry, | 


rf 
low, 


rippling laughter from the upper end of the 
ocrridor 

Wul slammed the door hastily, and peer- 
ing through the keyhole observed a pair of 
the fair creatures of his adoration, their 
arms twined lovingly around each others 
waists, their pretty little heads together in | 
close confab, and bubbling over with sup- 

mirth, trip past and down toward | 
the breakfast-room, aud ten minutes later 
he was himeelf seen sauntering leisurely up 
ita length, distributing his smiles and nods 
with a very self-satisfied air among the ad- 
miring fair ones. 

He devoured an enormous breakfast, and 
then amoked a cigar, promenaded the porch, 
exchanged salutations on the weather with | 
that harmless fop, Weekling, read the news, 
carried on a slight flirtation with a pretty 
little flirt by the name of Mary Wilton, and 
in fact was half dead with ennui before Har- 
rington put in an appearance, which be did, 
however, after an bour's impatient waitin 
on Will's part, in company with a beautiful 
girl with large dark eyes, and a sweet, wild 
expression of countenance, such as Will bad 
never before seen. Her features are of the 
proad Castilian type, and the glance of those 
flashing black eyes brings thoughts of lovely 
** Donnas,” and the psssionate tales of love 
and chivalry, which through the glorious 
medi» val times the troubadcurs sung through | 
the palaces and banquet halls of Spain; aud 
yet beneath this outward gloss of pride 
there flows an expressiva of gentile trustfal- 
ness not unmingled with a tinge of genuine 
mischievous pleasantry, whiob will oooasion- 
ally peep cat from ita lurking places in the | 
deep sparkling eyes and the corners of her 
mouth. | 

Harrington introduced her with a amile | 
and a bow of the most profound and subtle 
satire as Miss Agnes VUanova, and then 
whispering to Will, slyly, ** You are in for it 
now, old boy, I wish you joy of her. We can 
none of as extract more than simple and 
no from her,” left them together, and with a | 


| 





party of langhing, merry girla started off ap 
a lovely little glen which led to the falla. 

The moment their eyes met Will felt bis 

} t -pitipat,” and bis whole 

being was ed withan tnexpressibly bea- 

tit) feeling of joy, and tenderness, and pa- 

thos, just such a feeling as sooner or later 


| comes to all warm young hearts ere their 


the scout and Dicky, after a brief apace, were | contamination with the cold and calculating 


taken possession of by the male population, | Jong 4 
and questioned until Wertzal declared that and loveliness and 


the cat-e-kiam drawed wuss on his vitals | 
than a claw-hammer on the hed ov a board 


nail 
state, she laughed or cried as the case 
might be by the balf hour together, and | 


acreamed distractedly when a strange step | 
appreacked. She slept none to speak of, 

and to Qatherine’s ansious and distressed | 
glance of inquiry, Wertzal returned, shaking 

bis head dabionsly 

‘I danno shes been through enoagh ter 
kill three just like her, though if yer keer. | 
ful and don't let ber git another scare she | 
may carm down, bat a mighty little atop | 
ov this would put ber noder the sod.” 

Por nearly a month she remained in 
this state, and the family moved with eas 
steps through the honse, and no one was al. | 
lowed to enter the room to wait apo her | 
save Kate and Mra. Ben. After that, there | 
came e hapPy change. Health was os 





elination to leave their savage masters, 

A wild et wor § eae ay 
Dicky, of the 4, and of the slain groom 
and the stolen horses. Wertzal turned to 


have been from 


. 


thle peace 


d the shattered nerves q 


TO BR CONTINU RD. 
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It soon proved that the wild whoop might 
combined inf “ 


i 
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Bat Kwily proved to be in a wretched —S ae ae easy grace which had 





ft 


j 


iapele that «weet illusion of the trath 
ness of life. 
Strange to say, Will bed lost entirely that 


P as, and 
simpered, and stuttered, and stammered 
like a veritable idiot, such pranks does that 
pleasant litde fellow Cupid play. At last, 
after much blushing, and fidgetting, and pick: | 
ing at the hem of his coat, he succeeded in 
delivering himself of the following eradite | 
remark 





** IT think that——that is—I mean, don't you | 

think that it's a beautiful day?” 

* Yea, she anewered, smiling mischiev- | 

“= as she noticed his confusion. 
* 1 think so too,” be continued, sickishly. 
th barrassing pause, during which 





suddenly strikes him, and he 
the silence with “Don't 


breaks 
hink that blue | 











| deep indeed.” Yes, my pretty little mischief 


| soul a newer and a wider 
| She, in her turn. like Jdalatw in the besuti- 


| love with the wonderfal work of art into 


| proached the subject she invariably changed 


| guests of the hotel where every 
| of the kind is made common property, and 


Indeed one might if one 
J by Will » feelings 
be didn't know why, bat 
fal eyes looked at bim in 
pretty lips smiled, and 
words to him, be felt as 
to—to do 
He grew ox 


and 
extraordinary things; and, im fact, made 


Efe 





| 
t 


fal indeed, and once ot twice when they 
were obliged to cross a streamilet, she leaned 
so heavily upon bis arm as to cause him to 
soil one of those irreproachable boots, an 
unpardonable offence at another time but 
ope in which Will gloried now. 

When they reached the pretty little cas- 
cade it was their object to visit, the rest of 
the party were far in advance, and their 


stance | mast say that dame Fashion has de- 


one of the most truly beantifal and ex- 
qusite litth nooks with which bountiful 


a the merry laughter of the pretty 
ittle ry: 7 it dashes down over the 
rocks, white lookin, 
shodedendoon Wessems cunapising to sender 
the spot one of almost fairy-like beauty. 

Here, seated on a moss grown 
of the dancing waters, they tal throagh 
the summer morning, of all th 
strange, and besutifal, and ancient, w 
old tales of r . weird legends of the 
a ere lands, and str 
stories of the chivalry of the ‘‘ Middle Ages.” 

“Mr. Anthony,” said 
pause in the conversation, *‘ can you guess 
to what nation | ss 

Now that was a question; Will 
pazsied awhile and then, ashe wasa patriotic 
youth guessed ‘‘ America.” 

** By birth, " she answered, ‘‘ but my 
father wasa 





count of its peculiarly poetic beauty. It is, 
that in some provinces of Spain the peasants 
believe that if an amorous swain be fortu- 
nate enough to catch the maiden of his love 
alone a ® thunderstorm and kias her, 
be is sure of her everlasting love. For they 
say that the spirit of love rides down from 
Heaven on the lightning, and through the | 
tonching of the lips enters the maidens | 
heart. Think you, would not that custom | 
dispense with a great dal of arrant nonsense | 
in the way of courting were it introduced 
here,” she said, glancing mischievously at 
Will; bat that young geuUeman replied quite 
unoonsoiously, that he devoatly wished a 
thunderstorm would spring up immediately. 
At this point of the conversation the young 
lady arose, and said that she thought it was 
time to retarn to the hotel ; and it was not 
antil they arrived there rather late, and per- 
ceived that they were observed with that pe- 
culiar smile which every one knows how to 
interpret, that they were aware how the 
hours had . ) Pino blushed very red 
aod bid Will a rather cool adieu, and he 
started a conversation with that afore-men- 
tioned malicious little flirt, Mary Wilton, 
who remarked to him that “his conversa. 
tion with Mias Canova had very 





maker, altogether too deep for the compre- 
hension of your little flazen , 

Weekling remarked to his friend Horseby, 
** By Jove! old fellow, Anthony has & 
ed the ‘ sleeping beanty,’ you know,” which 
observation was considered the brightest | 
thing Weekling bad gotten off that season, | 
aud was received Ly Horseby with a huge | 
nomannerly guffaw, which made Anthony 
who was standing within a neigboring door, | 
blush up to the very ears. ** Go you five to | 
one," said Horseby, who as bis name implies | 
was rather fond of the race-course. ** Go | 
you five to one that Anthony comes in 
ahead,” bat as Weekling did not appear to | 
grasp at the offer the subject was dropped, | 
and the copversation tarued upon the last | 
style of boota, 

Frow this time forth Will aod Aynes were 
constantly together in the ball-room, on the 
river, in the pleasant morning woods, iu the | 
long gray summer twilights; always to 
gether, gay and merry sometimes, at others | 
talking seriously, or, by mutual consent, 
sunk in quiet meditation. The str , deep 
nature of the beautiful girl had produced a 
powerful effect upon the young man's mind, 
aud bis love for ber had opened within his 
eld of thought. 








fal old Grecian fable, from the cold insen- | 
sate statue, had grown into the brilliant and 
accomplished woman; and, to follow the 
fable farther, her Pygwalion had fallen in 





which he had breathed the breath of life, ; 
and now kneeled at her feet an humble wor- | 
shipper. Will did not understand her, at | 


| times she was as proud and haughty asa | 


Diana, abe was as merry and mischiev- | 
ous as « brownie, and then sometimes such | 
a tender, beautifal light would come into her | 
eyes that Will would be more than half per- 
suaded to tell his love, but whenever he ap- | 
the conversation, and grew grave and 
thoughtfal immediately. 

Of course all this was not going on with- 
out creating some little stir among the other 
ttle affair 


for the time. ill was an object of no little 
envy among the young fellows; but as Har- 
m, more generous than the rest, ob- 


furniabes the general topic of conversation | 
served, ** Will rved the benefit of the | 


| daughters (‘‘the darlings) to dispose of, | 


thought that “Mr. Anthony displayed 

wretched taste,” and for once the danghters | 

coincided with their mothers, the more es-— 
jally as the vague rumors which bad been 


about regarding his fawily and 

wealth teen confiomed by 0 late exstval 
Matters had been going on in this way for 
about a month, and as yet Will had spoken | 


| 


| Will eyes the ground intently until an idea no word of his love, when one day as he was 


in sight | 
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words of the woot form! poltenere 

| some Donsenaical excuse ‘or declining to ec- 

| Company her—and 

chiding if bitterly for ha done so. 

| For a moment her eyes « surprise 
and uncertainty; for s moment only, and 
— bard, came into them, 
and with a courtesy as and chillin 

by a oO ° 

Will tried to on a conversation with 

soon wearied of his 


truth, Will Anthony was one of those few ‘'™ging shouts, and merry barstsof laughter preocupied * Ah's” and “ Yes's,’ and left 
favored individuals upon whom that fair Y*T* heard faint in the distance. In this in- , him to bis own poignant cogitetions. 


He had resolved certainly to retarn to the 


kindest blandishments.” So, not obliged to viated from her usual custom, and chosen | city on the following Ss when the 


| morrow came, love pro r 
than all the good resolutions in the world, 


and though not destined toseriously injurethe D#ture ever uraced the earth for ber prome- asx he always bas, and always will; so all 
do da Vinci, or Rafacl, ™&4e, the grand old trees, the deep cool | that day he moped about the hotel, hoping 


| half-sorrowfully half-angrily to obtain a 
glimpse of ber as she passed to and fro, but 
| pot once did she show herself; and so it 
was the next day, and so on for a week, and 
yet he had met her only twice to interchange 
a cold nod and pass on, to think bitterly of 
how it might have been. 





breaking # | the guests of the hotel had together 
| oat om the porch to whatever stray 
. A bevy of 


wo 
votaries of ‘* Miss Grundy,” were crated af 
one end of the dab, di ing 
degeneracy of society and ether interesting 
topics of a like nature; while at the further 





end Weekling and another th somewhat 
So Se Se Se apo Seeente 
flirtation with a coterie ing 

Will, utterly lonely mise bed 


them, and a majestic summer moon that was 
just rising against the forest-fringed edge of 
the eastern mountains, poured a delicate 
flood of its silvery beams th the open- 
ings in the trees. What an old hy te 
that moon is after all, how pure, and calm, 
and unconscious it hangs up there in the 
tranquil sky and yet what crime is there so 
red snd horrible that it bas not looked upon 
it; what terrible deeds of rapine and wur- 
der, what heart-rending scenes of bloodshed 
and cruelty; aye, and what breaking bearta, 
and beads bent down in silent y, has it 
not smiled down uyon with pl old coun- 
tenance, the same as it would upon the most 
touching love episode that was ever enacted. 

And yet, which one of us is there that 
can resist its influence? Will could not. 
Even now as he wandered disconsolate and 
sorrowful, its pale, soft beams poured in 
upon his troubled feelings like a soothing 
balm, and his thoughts though melancholy, 
were of a gentle and forgiving nature, such 
as he should have thought before, and such 
as it in worthless to repeat now. He bad 
learned by this time to know what an arrant 
fool he bad made of himself, Ab me! if all 
might know the future, how few would have 
to regret the past. 

He was aroused from his gloomy lucubra- 
tions by a low ominous mattering in the 
west, and looking in thet direction he per- 
ceived that the sky was ey filling with 
great rolling stormclouds, from whose 
frowning flood-gates it was evident that a 
torrent would soon be poured over the 
thirsty earth. Will hurried into the bewling- 
alley as the nearest place of shelter—and he 
had scarcely closed the door when the storm 
commenced, first with a few large sullen 
drops that splashed heavily on the dry leaves 
without, and then a sudden dash of rain 
which ushered in the deluge that followed. 

He bad been sitting for some time with 
his head between his hands, gazing in a sad, 





' absent way out upon the storm, and feeling 


a sortof gloomy sympathy with it, when 


| saddenly bis heart gave a great cy oer 
e ed , 


his breath came fast and thick as b 
there by the window, as proud and beaat:- 
ful as the wraith of the storm itself, stood 
Agnes. Her featares had caught the wild 
spirit of the elements, and her long raven 
bair bad from its bands, and flow- 
ing down over her dark shoulders, formed a 
setting in which as the successive flashes 
leamed through the intense darkness, her 
ace was radiant with a strange beauty that 
seemed almost of the spirit world. Will 
dared not speak, he dared not move, he 
could only stand there and look at her io s 
bewildered, stapefied sort of way, and feel 
the wild pangs of self-reproach tearing at 
his heart. Will Anthony! Will Anthony! 
why did you do it? why did you do it? 
After awhile there was alull in the storm, 
and fora moment the stillness in the at- 
mosphere was as that of death, until such « 
splitting, blazing, blinding crash of light- 
ping and thunder barst the of heaven 
rt) ok the slight building to its founda 
tions, and laid prostrate one of the giant 


| oaks without. Agnes uttered a slight 





and would have fallen prone to the floor, 
but Will rushed — orward and caught 
her in his arms as she fell, and the next flash 
sbowed him her dear face pale and cold as 
marble, and her head lay motionless upoo 
his shoulder. _ - 

“Agnes, my life’ m ve! awake,” he 
cried, covering the cold lips with kisses, 
**bold ap your head, my darling, it is all 
over sow.” As he spoke her lips quivered 

ightly, and a faint smile flashed over the 
3 face as though a beautiful dream were 
passing within, then her eyes opened slowly, 
and for a mome.t gazed up into his own 
with a look of unutterable love and tender- 
ness, and then with a convulsive start she 
struggled away from him, and cried, her 
eyes blazing with ap and shame - 


** How dare you, Mr. Anthony ’” 

* The thu torm, Agnes, do you not 
remember the thuoderstorm ’” ied Will. 
“Shall we not say that the old Spanish 


waa true?" 
A deep blush suffased ber cheek as she re- 
meonbered bow he had obtained the informa 


tion, and then in a hysterical she tried 
to laugh, but failing utterly, down at 
into a flood of passionate 
**Ob! Will,” she sobbed forth, “how 
could y be—eo cruel ?” 
' Will his arm around ber waist, and 









broke in, and I don't know whether her 
lover her answer or not, but we may 
presume it was satisfactory, for when they 
—— to the hotel AD» that 
pe byte a, RK, - 
bed been, she oa fey in a plead- 
img sort of way, and looked down at ber 
im avery manly a way, and 
then it out. As ‘s mamma wee 
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N TRE WEST WING OF BARTON GRANGE. 
BY MRA. M. E. MUCHALL 


1, Marion Barton, had been travelling for 
® whole day and two nights without any 
rest, and when I stepped off the platform of 
the railway terminus into the comfortable 
carriage which my Uncle Barton had sent to 
meet me, I was, to ase a ern of 
our day, “dead tired,” on learning 
from Joey, the old negro 
bad still some twelve miles to travel before 
we conld even see the Grange, with a half- 
suothered sigh of impatience and weari- 
ness I neatled down among the soft cushions, 
and, for the frst time since I left home, fell 
fant . 
This was my first journey from home all 


alone, and my frst visit among stra ra, if 
indeed I could look upon Uncle and Aunt 


Barton in the light of strangers, for both 
bed often written to me and my dear 
mother asking her to spare them Marion for 
« long visit; bat mawma was not well off, 
and journey was « ~~) and very ex- 
pensive one so my visit to Barton Grange 
was one of the pleasures talked of and long- 
ed for without mach chance of ever coming 
to anything. However, one very happy 
lay there came a more than usually long 
letter from Uncle Barton, enclosing « draft 
for eighty dollars on one of the banks, which 
money, he said, was to pay his dear Marion's 
expenses down to Barton ‘irange, for it was 
high time his little hsiress should come and 
look over ber domains. So it was decided 
that I should go, and as mamma was indis- 
at home, I was obliged to travel all 

alope. But I managed very —_. and 
now, within an hour's drive of rton 
Grange, | was actually sleeping as quietly as 
if I were in bed at home I wakened with 
a start when the carriage came toa stand 
before the lodge gate, which one of old 
Joey's sons opened for us immediately, and 
rapidly up the avenue, so bean- 
chestnat-trees, all my 


me, trying to take in all the ti! 
ate Thea I looked every- 
where for the Grange, and was jast 


nestling snugly among the trees as I bad ex- 
pected, out all by itself on 
rising ground, ve and gray in the 
moonlight. 

A sense of desolation and awe crept over 
me as I looked at the old Grange, and half- 
unconsciously I spoke my thoughts aloud, 
sayin 


we old house looks to me as if it were 
haunted.” 

My words were distinctly heard b 
sable companion, for he tarned roan 
said, sententiously : 

‘Save as, missio, what an idee to come 
floatin’ inter yer head. Ole Joey have lib- 
bed a pide o' years at the ole place an’ nebber 
seed one yit, though folks do say—”" 

Jast at this moment one of the spirited 
animals he drove, frightened at some sha. 
dow in the moonlight, began to rear and 
prance in the most alarming manner, re- 
quiring all Joey's skill and attention to 
him up the steep ascent that led to the 
Grange ; and although I was all curiosity to 
know what it was that folks said, I could ask 
him no more questions, His next remark 
was: 

** Here we are at last, missie, an’ bless me 
if that ain't ole massa hisself a comin’ out 
to meet yer. Btiddy thar, yer critters; 
stiddy thar, I say, while young missie gits 


out.” 


my 
and 


Scarocely waiting for the to stop, 
i yas out, and was soon f fondly 
in Unele Barton's arms. The dear, white- 


haired old gentleman kissed me over and 
over again, saying, ashe did so : 

** So this is Marion, my dear sister's child, 
and the very image of her mother. Come 
in, darling, come in. How tired you must 
be, bat your aunt will see after your com- 
fort. It is not often she sits up till two 
2s the Yay but she did to-night 

might do her part in givi 7 
. P giving you 

Talking very fast and lovingly, 
my hand, which he still held, (oale Barton 
led me up the broad steps and through the 
spacious into the drawing-room. 

There he introduced me to Aunt Barton, 
who received me with all the warmth of a 
mother. She was very delicate, and sweetly 
pretty. Refreshments were set out for me, 
but I could neither eat nor drink, great- 
ly to the distress of the dear old couple. 

‘Bed will be the best place for you, 
Marion, dear, after your long, fatiguing 
journey. Veno, who is to be your own little 
maid while you stay with us, will show you 
to your room. She sleeps in a little closet 
pear, #0 you can ring for her when she is 
required.’ 

Veno appeared as if by magio, and after 
a loving injunctions to lie as long as I 
li in the morning from both Uncie and 
Aunt Barton, I followed my quiet little 
attendant up to my bedroom. There again 
I saw fresh evidence of the love which they 
seemed so ready to lavish upon me. Every- 
thing was so comfortable and elegant. I 
was very tired, but sleep would not visit my 
weary eyes, for all the thoughts common to 
® young and rather imagiaative girl chased 
themselves through my excited brain. Among 
others, the idea returned with great force to 
my mind that the Grange was haunted. 
Surely old Joey had some story which he 
would have told me if that tiresome horse 
had not taken fright. Yes, I would make 
great friends with the old coachman, 
and get him to tell me. Then it seemed to 
me that I slept for over an hour, for the 


ovechman, that we | 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


desolate-looking old Grange. I could not 
admire it, at least the outside; within it was 
verv comfortable. 

We met at six o'clock for dinner. It was 
quite dark at that boar, for the days were 
shortening rapidiy. It was quite a new 
thing to me dining so late, bat I enjoyed it 
greatly. The brilliant lamp-light, the ovstly 
em and the glittering glam, the 
colo servants moving y over the 
velvet-piled carpet, seemed to me like 
glimpees of fairy-land. 

After they left the room and we were 
quite alone, Uncle Barton said : 

“Now, tittle one, you have been wan- 
| dering about all dey long in the park, #0 you 


| mast reward yonr aunt for giving ap your long dining.room, and there she would love 
society by telling her what you think of the to nt rocking 
wh 


Of course I am anrious to have 
your op aleo, be 
own at no very distant date, we are both 
hoping yoo like it.’ 

*It ia jast the very loveliest old park I 
ever saw, uncle; I shall never get tired of 
ite beauty,” I seid warmly. 

He looked pleased, and passed his hand 
fondly over my head, saying 

_ “Bo mach for the park; now for the 

| Grange itself, Marion ?” 

I did not like to tell either of them that I 
thought it very desolate. I merely seid 

-. Pave been so much taken up with the | 

| grounds that I have had little time for the 


ald place 





house yet; but one thing I have noticed is, 


that by far the nicest view is from the west | 
side, and if I were mistress or master of 
Barton I should oconpy the west wing.” 
** Would you, pussy’ Well, so woald I if | 
mother there od it, but she has a great 
horror of even visiting the weat wing, aod 
as we see few visitors, this of the ae 
suits us nicely. Now that dinner is over, if 
= will just seat yourself in that easy chair 
will tell you some news that ought to 


please you. 
I laughingly obeyed, and demanded my 
ward 


re . 
** Well, it in jast this, Marion, that when 
you marry, if we are still living, and the 
has not —2 into your own bands, 

ust pay usa visit during your hone 
and Peat have the west wing bandeomnely 
fitted up for your reception; that is, pro- 
vided you send me timely ne eo that 
we rid it of any ghosts may baunt 
it. “Tusre iso skeleton ia the long - 

room that troubles your aunt sadly. 

- host—a skeleton, Uncle » 8 
was quite sure the old place was haanted di- 
teotly I set eyes bn it. May I go into the 
west all alone ?” 

Aunt Julia shivered and said quickly, 
“Oh, Marion darting, you would just get 
your death ap there. 

** Let the child go if she likes, mother ; if 
she resembles her own mother she will not 
faint, even ifa puff of wind puts her lamp 
out ; but take some lucifers with you, 
for should such an accident ocour, you might 
find it rather hard to retrace your steps. 

He — a night lamp into my hand as 
he o, and laughingly telling me to avoid 
coming in contact with my sunt's skeleton, 
he held the door open for me while I passed 
out. 

My readers will ask if I felt any fear. No, 
at least not then. 


to tie my 
as I had somewhere read of persons losing 
their way even in a house; and I by no 
means cared to ran any risk of adding to 
the number. Having explored some nine or 
ten rooms, some large, some small, but all 
the same in one respect ate, gloomy 
and damp —I now began for the first ume to 
wish myself back in the cheerfal old dining- 
room, and bastily I tried to retrace my steps. 
Bat [ soon b quite puzzled, as one 
hail and one room seemed so mach the same 
as another. I was very anxious to find the 
door which led out into the other part of the 
house, and I had left an unmistakable sigo 
to know it by. Often I came to one that 
seemed the very one, bat I looked in vain 
for my white flag, it was not there, and | 
turned away to try in another direction. At 
last 5 ame > 6 Gas Eee 5 Sees 
seen before, and pushing it open, I found 
myself in a long, narrow, gloomy-looking 
room, with a large window of stained glass 
at the further end. Damp and blue mould 
covered the paper as in all the others. Not 
caring to make any longer stay in this 
age apartment, I was about | 
jeaving it, when a low dismal moan fell dis- | 
tinctly on my ear, and at the same instant 
my eyes, now more acoustomed to the dim | 








lamplight, caught sight of some moving vob- | 
ject low down on the floor at the very other | 
end of the room. As if ur, on by super. | 
natoral strength of mind, | crept nearer and 
nearer to the spot, for as yet I oconld dis- 
tinguish nothing, but too soon my eyes took 
in the awfal sight which even now, after the 
lapse of many years, rises before me with 
terrible distinctness. | 

Seated in a low rocking-chair, sach as 
children often use, her long fair hair falling 
in heavy curls round her childish fac, her 
tiny hands clasped closely together, while 
her figure swayed backward and forward 
with every motion of the chair, sat the 
withered form of a little child. Her age 
must have been about four years, or perhaps 
less, Every feature was there; the flesh 
had indeed shrunk away, but the skin was 
drawn tightly over the little face, while the 
long fair hair, the thin hands clasped so 
tightly together, and above all the sad pa- 





next thing I remember was hearing the ser- 
vants moving about very softly. 1 had been | 
always used to early rising in my northern | 
home, so that before the l rang for | 
'y to go down. The break- | 
ly. Both Uncle | 
and Aunt Barton had much to ask, and I | 
bad vo want of interesting home news for | 
them. As we rose from table Aunt Julia 
said to me: 
**Make yourself quite at home, Marion. 
Lay about the tation 
© 





tient look on the childish face, formed a 
picture horrible indeed, bat at the same time 
touching! lancholy. The low dismal 
creak of the chair seemed to me like a sad 
moan of despair from ita little occupant. I 
could bear it no longer, but flew almost 
panic-stricken from the room, and knew no- 
thing more till I found myself in Uncle 
Barton's arma and Aunt Jalia’s low voice 
soanding like the sweetest music in wy 
ears, as she said to ber husband : 

** Poor child, she had a terrible fright, bat 
she is coming to at last.” Then to me as! 
opened my eyes. “ Marion, dear, bow cou!d 
you gow ring all alone through those 
diamal old rooms; you know | begged gpa 
we ied faintly ao I replied 
am ‘aintly as I rep — 

* Never mind auntie, I was terribly 
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*It is a sad story, my dear; and I would | 
much rather not dwell on it; bat as the lit 








a 
knew, as Uncle Barton, in point- | 
me, said - | 
used that side of the | 
Grange, Marion, bat you can look at it from | 


My uncle was absent at lunch hour, bat 
Aunt Jalia talked all the time to me on sub- | 
to m 


jects dear y heart,—my own dear | 
Seether Uaoenent tis ipved aanaea, Whee | 





tle ture has appeared to you, I suppose | 
T must 9 | your curiosity. Bat remem- 
ber, Marion, I can only tell you what others 
have told me; I do not care to answer for 
the truth of my story. Well, dear, many 
years before my father bought the Grangs, 
at to a very rich planter, who 
eared little about it and never spent more 
than s couple of months through the year to 
it, but he often gave his city friends leave 
to py it. and t a large party 
would ran down for a few days’ pleasure 
Picnic parties have been beld without nua- 
rae pe Page sce dag oo 
I speak of the west was in t favor, 
as the views of the grounds nf cunceat. 
ing 


charming; and to 
ws STE dere wus 0 ne Giatay scene and ! 





as it is to be your | 


| merried, ‘* that was not intended for you.” 


| hunting for me all over the boat, and plac- 


| f and most exciting representation. 


dancing saloon. The former of these you and Fm are bere, and want some one to 
will scarcely forget—the dining-room I | row thea: about. So come directly if you 
mean. Once a large party cams over a ban- | can.” 
dred miles, from one of the great cities, for I 

’ was off on the wings of the wind. (ne 
afew days pleasure. There were day passed, then enother; a week, then two 


and single people, and even young chidien | 
emeng the namber. Mothers thought the | a that thet coasia of mine pootended 


country air so good for their little ones. One | 
little girl, between three and four 
age, was much noticed 
was very lovely aod a ead 
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herself, 
about outside 
Grange. She was 
fashionable lady, who took little care after 
’ What a bhapp 
aweot, helpless cripple she bed so faith: | eshed tor Em td A — A a 
fully promised her hasband she would pro- | : Her uncle chatted with 
my ovusin in a fatherly way, and was very 





the fair ehild stood between her own 
healthy and a fortune, and it is pot an- | enone tages. WA ae sie com 
likely. Wall, « fow hours before the party | 10% ot sirits Roaree a jail in the con 


left the Grange, she gave out that little Net- on canned: bat 1 ~ 
peated, “I'm so glad I thought Em was 


was going home another way that she might | ‘ 
with her mother, as | going to refuse everybody. 


atay a few _ 
fronh air would be very beneficial 

. my helper through life; and to this moment 
to her li step-ohili. The girl, indeed, | 1 > forget that accidental ki 


had been sent on before pdbonges. - ox 
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but the or in- 

nocent obild was left in her little chair up 

in the dining-room to die a cruel lingering 

death of starvation ; bat not one of that gay 

party, as they left the old Grange, for one 

moment realised the awfal fate of the fair-| Last Mowra's Wrecks —The storms of 

haired cripple.” January made sad havoc among the vesrels 
Jast as uncle came to this part of his aad | trading to and from American ports. The 


story I bust into convulsive and agaia | Bumber of veasels to or bound to 
Aunt Jalia’s low, sweet voice b upon my | OF from ports of the United States, reported 
ear. totally lost or miasing daring the past month 


** What is the matter, Marion darling; are | # forty-one, of which twenty-three were 
of 


gon ia pala, or have you been dreaming wreoked, two b d, four sank by coll 


eo? You have slept so very restleasly for 
four are miasing. These vessala, exclusive of 


the last half hour.” 
“Oh, Anant Jalia, I have been so fright. | S*goes, were valaed at $1,514,000, and it is 


ened. Bat where am I? 





tito 





be. Your ancle and myself have break | @ix abipe, six barques, six and nineteen 

hours ago—and I have been quietly wateh- | *chooners. The veasel re- 

ing yon See the ” ported is the ship T: a, which found 

mS in bed and drew a long of re. | od at sea the Portuguese coast, while on 
to 
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the last third of a centary. 
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REgptian Jugglers. 

Expert as are such performers as Bilits, 
Anderson, and others, who have astonished 
th ds upon th da with their adroit 
management of eggs in a bag, the transfer 
of seeds from one looked box to another 

aoked away in the centre of half a dosen 
cove tailed caskets one within another, the 
bage-legged exhibitions in the open squares 
of Cairo, in broad da = the mye 
terioan legerdemain light-fingered 
gentlemen quite in the background. 
d the We have p lly templated their 
matobless performances till it saved all 
further effort in the way of acoounting for 
their extraordinary deceptions by admitting 
without argument that the devil must have 
been at their elbow 

On one bright morning a fellow had 
gathered a crowd by blowing a conch shell. 
Ap oval area was formed by a compact mass 
of wonder-watching » tors. Women 
and children sat on the sand up to the pre- 
ncribed line, while strangers from all over 
the earth, supported in rear by various 
officials, leted the arr t At 


vv 
BY M. A. NEDSMUL. 


The little gem of a steamer was perfectly 
crowded; the string band was rapidly per- 
forming, and many were gliding in and out 
in some sort, as [ jumped on board from the 
well-built wharf at O —-— to meet my cousin 
on the moonlight exoursion from to 
H -, than which there is no mere delight- 
ful trip in America. 

Almost the t after I gni 
light dress, the blae scarf, the light-brown 
ourls, and the outline of my cousin's shoul- 
ders. Now was my time; before she per- 
ceived me I could steal up behind her, Ties 
her first with the nicest surprise, and win 
the bet between us. It happened too that 
all the company were just then engaged in 
seoing a new set bogiu their flying move- 
ments, and not an eye was turned to my 
cousin. Up, therefore, I stole, and puttin 
my hands on ber beautiful shoulders, 
stooped down, and in the shadow made by 
my own head I stole the kiss, What was my 


surprise—when a strange lady I had never | one end of the open *#pace & common salt 
before seen, started up, and with a mai mortar was placed. (Opposite, at the other 

















ory, uttered, sharply, extremity of the oval, perhaps two rods off, 
** How dare you, sir?” Mahomed Kasser el Mesher marched for. 
I, astonished on my part, apologized, but | ward with a serpent, about a yard long, held 
the action of the surprised and indignant | by the neck, wriggling and squirming for 


T'm an old man now; but Em has been | 





C. R.- Qaite well, Only beard about ( 
A. last night. ©. K. in dee CA 
promised te take care of health, Longing 
a letter, Always remember ©.) 


Ovald pot LP. send address for ©. BR. to 
write to? Reatlove. Ewer till death faith 
ful 

FRIDAY EVENING sth November 


You are mistaken; both were known, and 
the communication of the 17th ine. aleo 
When you advertise again, put first and last 
letter of cither your post town of mine 
Write to me at home, if you think well, di 
rectly you see thin. K. V 

KANGAROO revived by bones, though 
nearly choked by a piece of one after awa). 
lowing five hard biscuits. Troubled. Four 
cat two sit camel five two one sight pig one 
boar in every way. Four nine leopard one 
four elephant three four seven boar. Faithful 
until death 





RATES OF ADVERTISING. 


Thirty comts a line for the Gret ineertion. 
Twenty cents (or each additional Insertion. 
Sm” Payment ts required tn advance, 


POR MOTH PATCHES, FRECKLES AND TAN 


USE 
Perry's Mothand Freckle Lotion. 
Bold by Drag clete every where, 


Ver Pimpirce en the Face, Blackheads aad 


Mieeak worms, nee 
Perry's Improved Camedone and Pimple Remedy, 
THE GREAT SKIN MEDICINE. 
Prepared ently De, B.C. PERRY, Dermatatc- 
giet, 40 Hond New V ork, deoti-iat 
NON, THR FLIRT,” commtaiming Handterchiet, 
a” Address W. M. LEMIMTON ted 


for 
10 conte 
lowa, Trade suppleed, ‘ae 


Largest Organ Establishment ia the World. 
Seven Extensive Factories. 
J. ESTEY & COMPANY, 


Brattleboro, Vt., U.8. A. 
THE OFLEBRATED 


Estey Cottage Organs, 


Rveryth thet 



































$5000 A YEAR 23000 
SELLING SOWETHING Cermeriy wtw 
INE HUNDRED PEM CRNT PROFIT 


100,000 ALREADY SOLD 


| erties ant gentiomen oot if employment ehem! 
irene PITTSBL Be SUPPLY ca Ptehery 
“oomey |\ ania : ion 


FREE 10 BOOK AGENTS. 


AN ELM@ANTLY BOL YD CaNny 
BOOK for the beet and cheapoot A wit.’ wrmee 
ever pabliched, will he sent free ef ot to ony 
Reok Agent. It comteine nearly 500 Gao ripterel 
Niuetrations, aed agents are meeting © th anyrere- 
dente! success, Addiroas, rtating eiperiones, ete 
and we «ill shew you whet ear agente are a : 
NATIONAL PU BLINAING CO, Phitadetphia, Pa. 
aninet 


Kien Ween 4 


R7: eonte wante!, Ruste 
‘ legitimate J WORTH, St Lewte, Mea fence 
220) A DAY FO MEN AND WOMEN eho 
= take the money for " THE LADIEX Cas 
RET" 9 hesuti~e! Mow with gukd otgre and 
4 by Oy imehes Nook Stvle contains 9! 18 werth of 
articles of delly wee I+ new enlle ot sight One 
sample for conte or two aylee fur $1.00, past 


with ciremiare Adiiress CITY NOVELTY COL Me 
108 Toonaylventa Ave, Philadelphia, Ma. ¥ E 
dectl-im 


GENTS WANTEO® For Creat Pires of Hie 

£ =. CBleage, Basten, Porttend, N. Yort, Lee 

™ o. Cnw yotome of Rasiageteping Firs, 
Mates, Fire o Buildings, Rank \ rence, 

a rittine, Harmer = Pathetic on ~-. 

liustrated work, (et te Hot Onbee Sine 

WORTHINGTON, DUSTIN & CO ° 

Martiond, (4, 


2 AGENTS WANTED FOR McCLELLAN® 


= GOLDEN STATE. = 


' 

and New habwet, | 

So ee 
boves. at 


of ere ine poe 


$5 le $800 Suton ieee 
eieSTseane a 

NR AG c = 28 80. a 
scien PIERO eUEEY Oy 


nip COMRIN 
B AND PORTE BUMWAth enna, pot ye fed 
fate oe y le every household, "We want agents 


oalail PITTARU RAN Peake te. 


ee FARM 0A Theee Woederfal 
W “ont sashte — oe 








SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 
feobin-at 


ORMON REVELATIONS Sent tree. Ad 
r on A. HENLE, Publisher, Omaha, Neb. 
om 


FORTUNE IN ET, 9 (164 

ing a complete and perfect gu to wealth juet 
ont, Mend sad get it; only #8 conte, W. H. HAMIL 
TON, Bridgeton, N. 4. febi-w 


A MAN OF A THOUSAND. 


A CONSUMPTIVE CURRED, 

Da. HH, James, while experimenting, accidentally 
made 4 preparation of Cann anise lnoica, which cured 
his only child of CONST MPTION, 

This remedy te now for sale at firet-clase Drugwiete 
Try It, prove it for yourgell, Price 68.50, 

CKRADINN 4 00., Proprietors, 
1009 Race Street, Mhiledelphia, I's. 
Letters anawered promptly. fotyt- ime 
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One Hundred Years Ago. | 
BY HENRY PETERSON, — 


avrnon oF ‘THe mopman Jon,” Ao, | 
| 
| 
“There comet @ volee that awakes my soul it 
te the volce of yoare that are gone; they roll before | 
me with their deeds." Gasian | 
A thick duodectmo volume, handeomely printed, and 
bound tn cloth, Froutiaplocs, (heautifully engraved 






by Mharp, atter a design by Hensell,) the Arbor Scene | CORAL THEI 


hetween Helen and ashington. 
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lady drew some attention. ‘He is impu- | liberty. ‘Tail first the reptile was gradually 
dent,” said one, “It is some old lever,” | lowered into the mortar by winding in the | 
seid another. “She won't have him,” whis- | body corkscrew fashion up to the head. He 
pered a third. As for myself, I was all con- | then took up his former positfon at a din 
fusion, and coald only say, tance. Addressing the assembled multitade 
** Dear Miss,” for she was evidently un-| with the volability of a mock-auctioneer 
on Broadway, be said, ‘‘ Now, look, for the 

Luckily, without knowing anything of the | snake will disappear.” While thus vocifer 
matter, up came my cousin, who bad been | sting the snake frequently stretched =P | 
out of the vessel several inches, bat fell 


back again at a rebuke from the orator 


ing her bands suddenly on my sboulder, as 
Once' twice! three times! and sare enough 


I rapidly turned met my lips with the agreed 


kiss, exclaiming, as she did so, ‘I have won | the frightful creature was gone. An ox 
| my bet.” |} amination of the mortar satistied all there 
These were dear, simple-hearted old were no reception rooms within, How was 
times | the feat accomplished, 
A flash of undefined comprehension —eo 


A Lively Damsel. 

A charming young lady of eighteen sum 
mers named Carne L., of Warren, paid 
& Visit to this city » abort time since, and on 
Saturday afternoon last she went to the 
depot of the Warren and Venango road, in 
tending to return bome, but arriving just in 
time Ww see the train disappearing round the | 
carve. Bent upon reading Warren that 
night she started ont along the track with 
the view of walking the entire distance, On 
Mins Carrie sped at the rate of four miles an 
hoar until 7 o clock in the evening, when she 
arrived at Newton, which twelve miles 
from the city. Upon reaching the middle of 
the trestle work at thin point she saw the 
night train approaching , W goon or recede, 
or step to one side was impormble, su she 
jamped down into the chasm twenty feot 
below. Fortunately the ground was covered 
with a snow-drift iutu which she sank up to 
her armpits, thas breaking her fall and 
saving ber life. Carrie did not scresm or 
ory fur help, or anything of that sort, bat 


ae over the face of the strange young 
ady, still suffused with blashes, who ad 
dressed my cousin familiarly but sharply, 
with the question, 

** What gontioman is that ?” 

“Ob,” said my cousin, * that is Consin 
Harry. Let me introdace. Miss Wier, 
Censin Harry; Consin Harry, Miss Wier, wy 
old schouolmate;" and away she rattled 
gloriously, telling Miss Wier of the anocess 
of her bet. Explanations followed, and we 
all got on the beat of terms, while my cousin 
went off into hysterics at my mistake, end- 
ing with, ‘* Well, I am very glad of the mis- 
take, Em, for I have won my bet © 

I was then seated between these lively 
girls, and yet I gradaally turned to Mins 
Wier, who grailually tarned to me. I re- 
marked now that they wora dressed exactly 
alike, the very style I preferred, as my 
cousin well kuew. We became absorbed in 
each other, and when I tarned my cousin 
was gone, so we chatted away. We talked 
of everything, and agreed on alm ont every- 
thing; and as I looked at that girl arrayed 
in ber cloud of white, with her glorious oa SS bern Te Yaw nate 
beaaty, I felt involuntarily that « crimis bad yoy journey. ‘Iwo or three wiles further on 
come in my life. She accepted no invita- |. 941i) more serious ubstacle presented itself, 
tion, bat remained at my side. I was rooted | 414 track was under water as far as the eye 
to tho apet. ’ could reach. (pom looking round abe dus. 

Jast then I caught my cousin's eye as she ered » light in the woods and concluded 
ae She _—_ = Sa S that it must be a house. This proved to be 

eg gery Of the case, and the hospitable fawily, after 

thrill to my heart. As I turned to Miss hearing her story, took ber io and ‘did every- 
Wier I could see ber cheek mantling crim- thing in their power for her comfort. The 
son. She, too, had evident! ese the same | pert morning she took the train from 
, and wasto me plainly going into ite Newton for Warren, aud arrived there iu 


nn ase es the beeutifal beach. | “@* tor dinner. — Tituseuir /erald. 
Moonlight is dangerous. Oh, what a be. Fig Paks 
witching stroll it was. I had Miss Wier all 
through to myself, in the sweet walk. the 
homeward trip, until we came to the wharf 
at O , where I was to disembark 

Jast before taking advantage of the gene- 
ral movement of the company, I whispered 


Curious Advertisements. 

MINE. —Silence will never mean forget- 
falnees, but obedience to necessity. Ke 
member always | cannut change , to end of 
life shall love and bope on, fully believing 
im your faithfulness of heart Tiny lock of 


to Miss Wier that I would be glad to repeat hair —April ¢th, Mey, Jane 24th 

my mistake. She at once understood, and MINE — In answer to Mine of the 7th 

after a little enchanting bashfalness, gave a inst., all in good health, and trying to be 

graceful consent. So there, unseen, draw- brave, wateh daily for farther news from 

ing her to me, with her curls around my yours -and ever yours 

face, 1 tonched her lips, and sealed my fate ALMA — Do put think hardly of me 

for ever and ever. You heve nut answered my letter. Is 
Ovoce at home I was all anziety how I true ty you and «ballle forever STATUI 

ee ghyt py gh FRIDAY EVENING, 21) Noveuber, Both 

, * ankpown to any one, and i7th instant re 
when a letter, directed in a masculine hand, ceived. Let B. V. kindly WKITE-again, 


was announced at the Post-cflice. 
** Mr. 


and say how to commanicate. Shall be in 


—, please come ap. Yourcousin London about Ubristmas. Hest wishes. 











Cha)te tes 
1 Nine Surprine it Wave Quaker Preache: 
% Moll ot the Matehet 1v Preand Con 
Ss. The battle in the Mist hete and ( ounter 
4. Captain Andre plete 
6. A Woman's Wi 16, Parting 
6. the Wlesahickon mh A Darton Matd 

The Deserters 18, Mail te the ¢ btef 
5, Phil, Morrt- ti. The Misehian en 
» 1 ream ot \nede An t alas tied (acest 
The tortune Teller 
ranri 
Arndt Her " 1 the " 
%, Vt harm 4 New Sehen 
the M “reall Dele Ut 
‘st aa] the 
Melon \ ! i the Cianntlet 
‘ aptam ba Vianotng Trea 


Hreaking the Nowe 
' Pemberton and Woast 
a Ingten 
wi { Treasce ( rushed by the I 
4 oADer feouer Petre beens sot Ae 
od Time (aptatn Panny ® Mle 
tee Death of ! 


) ’ . ‘" bohont 
Hished by J. 1. LIPPINCOTT & «O., 
deltphia, and fer sale by all Heokertlers. 
s1.75 






LOOK! 


ory cae r money t a wf 

Jove? pom t 

Bins AM dees 
Astle 


TO THE LADIES 


g anewerst ieowt eet 


Ad 


reat bape tenes ut tree tor twoetampa A 
Mere if. MI Jtebtt, We ver, Va 


is =O. 


] OW Fee MEE ALE 
I 


ANT? sttint 
CtRTV « lle Lawes ” » es 
1 ok How te Write Lettre Cor 1 
Ptvcotengrayetes Ar a Bers ( attend A 
gan Malied fur iS conte hl ‘ 
Acddirews FB. THOMN TON, Photek —w 
Jetmy > 
[)>* REA MANE! New Art. Pictare t 
1. WLM, Mallet Creet, fel a 


oon) ene KNSITTH 4. eet in lw 
(hue \oadse Ayeuts Wanted Mroltoe (inoler 
HINKLEY WK Hath, M 





and Stim king Motu 
fet lat 
M AGC CU MEANG LIQUID. Cure the hate 
. beautitasl m conte Ww. BK. HAMILTON, 
Hridgeum, S i at 
SOUND AT LAST A certain care for Con 
erat gt ioe ee cured within the laet yoar wit! 
teowedle it For tall part wiare 
cluding medicine, enclose of foller, aml akirese 
De. Hot HRRITZL ERM, Beret Cabins, Fults 
tounty, Vemousyivenia, and yea will meerive all hy 
ma 
Write fot Larve Di aetrated Dewseript) + 
’ 
GPEaT WESTERN 






Se WORK 
aS 


Bais ONG SECRET Oo 


Ae Dbastrete? Reet of 44 pages, thet every one show ¢ howe 
Beet free pow peed, by BOSD, MARTIN © UX) Bystng te 4, Moe 


PR WeM vba is TEMBER! | wlortune 

D men: your casee can be treated conmecteut 

od with uiflingexpenae by a rewalar physician, A 
rite free Addrees CHAS. T Phi k Mt, 
pan i> iat Siath Ave, New lok 


| FOR THE U. 3. ARMY AND WAVY. 


| the ineentor aflent, 





fie 


“« v witheat 
covet, Wiecasoetehe ow or nt de. 19 
ead 


RUPTUR 


Relleret ent Cored og Be 
Uompee wee, a 


oe hoot 
oe toe oon 4 
_ rep: |\Reneneee of caene before aad 


aptly 

I USBAND’R CALAINKD MAGUNEMIA 
a oe unpleamant “9 s three 
strengt common (ale agnesia. 

The World’ Fair Medal and four Piret 
Milver Medals have been awarded it, as 
in the market, For sale by the Dreegiete 
storekeepers, and by the manatecturer, 

THOMAS J. HUBBAND, 


Ptiadeiphle. 

Dati 7 
tt wl ER Runs 
PR” PRINCIPAL OFFICE Se. 


1609 CHESTNUT STREET 
PHILADELPHIA. 


-s tHe nvr toe 


OR. B. FRANK. PALMER, Pacs' AALwe C* 
Commissioned by the Surgeoa-General, 


dect-im 


4 
a - 


DR. PALMER tree personal attention to the buat- 
ees of bie profemnton, aided by men of the beet quall- 
ft athone Crealest ca perience, 

More than a thonaand distinguished officers aud ent- 

lers have worn the PALMENM LIMBS on active dw 
while etill greater numbers of civilians, by thelr 
fl) important poettions, AND EFFBCTUALLY OON- 
MISFORTUNE, 


AU Genuine “PALMER LIMB’ hawe the name ef 


PAMPILETH, which contain the NEW KULES 
cOK AMPUTATIONS, aod fall Information tor per- 
wena in want af len be, wet! free, by mall oF otherwies, 


The attention of Surgeons, Mhysiclana, and ali per 
none luterested, le mest respectfully ollelted 


Te avoid imposition apply only to 


B. FRANK PALMER, LL. D., 


160) ( HKMTNG T OTRERT, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


AVO'ID QUACKS. 





A victin of early bode retion, « naning hervous 
bility, premature decay, &e., hav rhel io ve 
adlvertined realy, haw dine ered 
aclf cure 


whieh the wlll mend fone 
Address, J. 1, MERRY ES, I 


FOR GENERAL DEBILIT 
And Liability to Disease 


ter amalet nlalning etrength 
« « 


" SWAIM'S PANACEA 


SEVEN TEE St, behow h miy offlees 


Pht weletph ia Pot wale bey torus . erv ee Oe 
NeLITU TK 


oe KUWAKING GLI 
ll tere ‘ Spring 


' A a) “ 








CHALMS 





4 Deepen Colle 








ties are ftvely y 
watch guards, of ae weuls 





and kerpmakes, 
Aileach contain « f portrait, which 
yee look tng through | ean teal Le 
tines nine 






We bar 






ovpmake f 


KB FOX & 00), No, 569 





(anal etreet 





Fhe ad he Withtary Academy, Moughkeep- 
aie, N.Y. A theroagh-going er bow for boys, 
mars-fut 
3h) See SONGS, ANTS, ane 'oew KE 
. « KIPTS matiod | bitte st) New 
tient U 


Atate nm INVIsINLD Phieel 
M*\ snd Amusing. 9 
4 i 
dots Nat 


‘A /teanai Ss 


ER OES ee in car mont 
DEBILIEY «ore ned 


} 
i 


aA ‘) v 

hs aren 
ei . « ‘ mY i anal 

ty sepia 

LN FASC ENATION, show 
ving lowe, copstancy end 

4 Pitty page ook, 
KRY ES 2 CU, Ts Newean St. 
pees 2048 


ye tare 
~ at ad . y Pee se ener 
hry mall, for 2 ale 


New Soak 






















































































Se gerry 











FE 


Hb 
| 
ft 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


WBIRING 4 VALRNTINE. 


=- “ 


b 


i} 
rt 
iH 


yl 
qi 
i 


j 
TF 
tH 


| 


is 
sf 
Fi 

y 


Fi 
i 
gF 





: 
t 


tf 
fy 





eg 

i 

i 
a 


PLESTES 
ithe 
brinits 
Ped 

83 Hl 


4 


t 


iH 
i 
is 
a 
E« 
: 


F 
iH 
1 
f 


‘i ut 
unt 
ui i 

4 
Hh 


i 
# 

5 H 
Ot 
> LE 

ii 


- 
3 
= 


iii 
aT 
& 
z 


f 
4 
i 


| 
| 


E 
E 
i 
f 


“eNO e” AND THE EPIZenrTY 
Baooks family has a horse « noble 
entmal, playfal ax « houselold oat, and so 
that you can cvnnt his ribs half « mile 
Bammer time he ranges the roadside. 


? 


| were already 


fh 


Traynor, however, continued te give 
she was pot sparing of ber 
im enticing singing birds to her 
entertainwents it was rumored 
hed made a bold attempt to secure 
Mabinsteia, bet even this rumor failed to 
draw the male ser. j 
It wes at this persevering lady's third | 
musical matinee, that Cvnstance Vul vington 
heard some chance words that warned ber of 
the weight of surrow which was sven to fal! 
epoo ber heart. 
Febraary bad come in, and in the ladies 
costames faint hens of 


is 
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person in his set, 7.4 who managed 
to live on his anneal income of three ban- 


yee 
Constance Volvington looked more lovely 





| ful in the Y of the term, 
bat there was « high bred, apirituelle air 
about her—am undefivable jr Re sau quod 

whieh so many Ameri ted | ramen, 
and which is vulgarly called ‘style. Many 
of the gentle set even denied t she was 











and gots the Bbres of bis tail ornamented 
with cockburs, Winters we keep bim in the 
eow-yard, and give bim full range of « straw 


The other morning, | says to Mre 


** Oar boas te an episoot 

** Well,” says she, ‘if he bas got to actin 
that way, be bad better sell him 

** What do you «pose the epizoot ic, Mre 


Raooks! says I. 
“ Why, it's the same as being balky, ain't 
“a?” sayeshe. ‘‘ The fact of it ta, you nee) 


oo many big words, I don t anderstand half 


you may. 

“No, Mra Snook,” eaye |, beaming 
fondly at her, ** it's this ‘ere boas distemper 
that's regin 


1 laid myself ont on that hows I read all 
the different newapaper remedies until I was 
ly bewildered, and then I bought « 
bushel basket of drugs, and tackled bim of 
bead Fast I got « whitewash-bresh and 
painted bim all over with epirite of tarpen 
tine. Then I did hie nose up in a bag oon 
taining nine perte of hot water, and one of 
weak bran. Then I gave him a big dose of 
aconite, and pat assefedity in his manger, 
and apriahled earbolic acid all around on 
the four, Then I fumigeted him with «| 
phar and brome chloroform and coal tar 
and l carefully shut the stable door and went 
away 
In half an hour I went back. The treat 
ment was a grand success, That hows will 
never have the episzooot nor no other kind of 
soot. The turpentine brought off bis hair 
The bran mash pat a biister on his nose the 
sise of a peckh-measure The soorite had 
orested « revolution imside of him, and he 
was lying down, having given ap tryin’ to 
live asa Fad job 
I didn't gu in to see him. What with the 
assafedity, and the bromo, and the carbolic 
and the ovel tar, there was euch a amell that, 
if the hoes could only bave stood ‘em, the 
op tot would have been nowhere 
Nove of us have hed the courage te go 
near the stable yet, and when the wind blows 
from that way Mra. Soooks takes the obil 
dren and goes to the neighbors. The hen» 
eouldn t stand it, and bave all ran of Rwen 
the bugs have left the house in a lxxly, and 
pene to seek other quarters, When enny 
mmiy that Lewe comes to me with a ball, I 
pe on the lee side of the barn and bold my 
oreath No man has ever sucooeded in , ot 
ting close enough to dun me yet | am 
eatiofied we shan t have the ague next year 
though Lam in doabt whether we shal! raine 
® corn-crop or bot 
Yours epiaootically 
PT Paso Journal 


KATHER THIN 
Oar friend , although « remarkably 
quiet man, is still fond of his practioal joke. | 


Although nearly if ne 
stoking soles, 
as if there were not twenty poands of Meet 
on bie whole buxly ‘(iving along M 
the other day 
barge shaggy dog was following bim Ata 
corner he saw e dirty nosed boy, and think 
ing to have « joke on the young un, be stop 
ped end inquired, 

* Boy, what do you suppose that dog ‘» 
following me for? 

The youngster cast a knowing look at him 
and readily replied, 

*' Comees he takee you for a hone 


t quite ‘sia feet 1m his 


“treet 


» Lany Saturday evening, a 
» Young miss, escorted by ber pallent 
through the crowd of Danbary » main street 
@eught the eye of an old lady, and her de 
ligted voice sounded above the noises of the 
street as she cried, © Why, gracious good 
bees, Almira Ann Boardman’ poor dead 
Mise Pinkney © basque sete almost as snag 


the old lady rabbed ber nose very pleasantly, 
while Miss loardmasn tarned tilack with aap 
gratiinde 
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~o man who heard Kate Stanton lec 
the ** 
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pretty, it wae generally admitted that 
her toileta wore perfect. 
** Hut we are not all heireases,” the oritics 
usually observed, sighing 
| A look of disappointment overepread Con 
| atance's face as the concert proceeded, and 
Philip Heaufoy did not appear it was too 
bad! He had promised to come, and ao 
| company her home to luncheon. 
| Bignare Berect bad just Anished, ‘ Matti, 
batts, Chel Manette’ -and there was « pause. 
“Tm in lowe,” said Fred, who had been 
engeyed ia that most impertinent of all ways 
| levelling his — gins at a lady in the 
| centre of the ball. 

“Of course,” retarned Oonstance ab 
| nantly “Who is itt now? Is Mine Edith 
Dalton «till the favored one ’” 

1 despise a coquette,” retarned Fred 
with dignity, * jast look at ber and Dr 
Thorn reading the same programme Atmm) 


natde' No, Oonstance, I am in love with 
art thin time. | am gotng to Italy 

** Indeed)” said Constance, trying to seem 
inte rented 


Hy the by, ma belle cowaine.” waid Fred, 
starting off on « new track, ‘have you 
heard that Raymond & | roe. bave failed! 
| That effects the Beanfoys, 1 believe. I 
| havew't seen Phil lately. ' 

Constance was really interested now Ter 
haps thie disaster had obliged Vhilip to 
| break his promise, She was caer to obtain 





farther particulars, bat a preoluding ser am 
that gave notice of the opening of a grand 
aria, prevented a revewal of the onver ation 
Hat Constance listened to no more music 
that morning, her mind was filled with 
troubled thoughta She knew her father 
| too well not to suspect that this failure 
j would seriously alter his estioate of Philip 
| Heaufoy 
Aud she waa right) Mr. Volvington re 
garded money as the greatest good He had 
j amassed his immense fortune by the unre 
}mitting work of bis head and hands for 
along lifetime, And looking back on the 
| tot! and trouble this wealth had cost him, be 
| 
valued it the more highly 
| When Constance reached home, she was 
| informed that her father desired to see her 
| in his stady. She conjectured at onoe what 
| was in store for her 
Her father rained himeelf feebly on bis 
lounge as ahe entered laralysis had almost 
destroyed bia control over bis limba, bat his 
| powers of thinking and speaking were still 
npimpalred, m 
"What ie thie I hear, Constance?” he 
began. ** Fred Volvington told me last night 
that Raymond & Hros had failed) My agent 
came to me thie morning and confirmed the 
rewor By this failure, | have it from a 
most reliable source, Philip Keaafoy and his 
mother lose almost everything 
** Ie there nothing left! She asked the 
yvestion with all the composure ahe could 
assume, for on the answer depended her 
lifes happiness 
“Rome paltry stocks and things of that 
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Ol, look here, Mr. Crispin! I bought these 
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boots here only a week ago, and they're 








sort, which may yield about fifteen hundred 
a vear 

| There was « panse 

leat quickly 

‘ Well 


Constance ’s heart 


| if he expected her to speak, ‘of course hell | a friend, and I'm happy. 


have to release you from your engagement 
Yon cant marry a beggar 


“Ket, papa, you have enoogh for 
both 

That epeech was decidedly cool, to say 
the least, retarmed Mr. Volvington im an 


irritated tone =“ I dont intend to bestow 
my hard-earned money on Philip Beaufoy 
end ehen sou @& marry you mast choose 
somebody who is equal in wealth to my 
heiress, Il write & note telling him that he 
must cease to visit here 


* Well, Leappose you may. Bat Id pre 
fer yoa d have nothing more to do with him 
but make it short, sharp and decisive 

| mind 

| Oonstance began a final appeal in bebalf 
of her lover. Her father interrupted her by 
ringing the bell, saying, ‘' 111 bear no more 
ofu! 

| young fool Fred 


: 


| andred « year! 
the firet month, bat 1 won't give him a cent 
mot acest. ile may live in my bouse as 
long as he wishes, bat [li not encourage him 
feather brained project 
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And he did. The next morning he re-read 
her letter. The first heat of his indignation 
had abated. Heraw her words through « 
truer medium 

What could he say to her? This was the 
fourteenth of Febraary--8t. Valentine's day, 
and an elegant trifle he bad boxght in par 
suance of the time-honored usage, lay near 
him on the desk. It was a small tablet sur- 
rounded by a wreath of sites aprinkled 
with dewdro the dewdrops being tiny 
brillianta hat words of hia could filly ex- 
press his hope and love? He remembered 
part of a poem that they both had often 
read together 

“What, though morn tk robed in sadness, 
Aud the vm be bathed ta tears, 
li the ewe ow my glalvene, 
And in love coneume my fears? 

These lines had clung to his memory, and 
he wrote them on the tablet, feeling that Coa- 
stanoe would understand bim. 

He had scarcely laid down his pen when 
Fred Volvington entered, as exquisitely 
dreased and good-bamored as usual. 

‘Good morving, old fellow,” began Fred, 
Tam off for Italy. The steamer starta this 
afternoon, Heneoeforth art shall be my only 
love! To art I consecrate myself!" And 
Fred knelt on one knee and clasped his deli 





cately.gloved hands theatrically. ‘ Life in 
long and art ia brief-—n0, that's wrong —" 
‘It's nearly right in your case, Fred. I 


fear that your attachment to art will be ex 
tremely brief,” said Philip Beaufoy, amiling. 
** Does a steamer sail to he r’ 

**Oh, yea, I am going in the Athlete 
Why, old fellow, are you thinking of bonding 
your steps toward hurope! 

** My mother is in Naples. lam going to 
her. Will you take this to Mias Volvington, 
Fred?’ And Philip slipped the tablet into 
iia velvet case, 

‘Je comprends —& lover's quarrel,” mar 
mured Fred, * and this holds the returned 
letters, ‘So runs the wold away.’ And 
he pat the case into bis pocket 

Constance sat in the study, near her 
father's lounge. Her father had grown much 
weeker lately, and required oonstant attend 
ance. She was waiting in eager expectancy 
for some token that wonld tell her that 
Philip Heaufoy had repented his cruel letter. 

Fred knocked at the door, Constance 
opened it, aud putting up ber finger in token 
of silence, led him into the dining-room, 
knowing well that Mr. Volvington would not 
sloep long if Fred were within speaking 
distance. 

‘LT haven't a minute to spare, Constance. 
The Athlete starts in three hours, and I've a 
million things to do, 
be one of my fellow. passengers 


I nay, Con- 


stance, wou t Edith Dalton stare when she | 


seos my name coupled with those of Guido, 
Murillo, Raphael and that lot?” 

‘Hot, Fred, you are acting very impra 
dently,” remonstrated Constance. ** You 
know that my father newer breaks his word, 
and how will you live? 

** Why, Constance, it takes the merest no- 
thing to keep me. Give me a large room 


| with plenty of light, a few choice pictures, 


let me write,” implored Con 


! 
' 


| 


Ive already had a scene with that sign 
He is going to Italy to | sending the valentine, was 
art forsooth and to starve on his three make another advance. 
Hell spend it for gloves| Months 


| 


said Mr. Volvington, crosly, as | some champagne now and then, to entertain 


I say, Constance, 
Ili pat your face io my first picture as an 
angels du recor, Nelle cousine |" 

And be was gone — light-hearted, thought. 
less Fred Oonstance sighed to think that 
the beat part of his life should be wasted in 
pursaing shadows, Bat light-hearted, care. 
less Fred had forgotten Philip Beaufoys 
valentine, He threw it into bis trunk, an 
noticed among « dozen other things, and 
there it lay. Fred sailed for Earope that 
day, bat Philip Beanfoy was detained by 
baxiness until the nex! week. 

So he had gone without one word to soften 
that most ucjast letter! Constance grew 
scornfally indignant, and tried to banish all 
thongbt of Phihp Beaufoy from her heart. 

Shortly after Beanfoy arrived in Na 
he heard that Mr Volverton was dead. 


i 


Constance was free, be thonght, she woald | 


surely let him know that she had forgiven 
that anfortnuate letter, But she 
and be, having admitted hie 
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Philip Beaufoy will | 
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to orack already!" 

* Ab, miss! amy you've been waiting in them! ‘ur boots are intended for ~wr- 
riage people, you ew i” 
So aid tae ke, ligh the gas. When | threatening weapon, Philip manfally. 
pany he saw the letter on his table. | Three cther men rushed from sheltering 
He read it, and was speechless with anger. olive trees and attempted to throw him to 
** he casta me off! he releases me now the ground and pinion his arms. Freeing 
that I am er!” be exclaimed. ‘‘ What a one arm with a violent effort from the grasp 
fool have I been to waste my love on a wo- of one of his assailants, he dashed the pistol 
man so lovely and yet so mercenary |" aside and brought his fist with all his force 
And he sent her a scathing reply, ranning full upon the head of its owner—a low-sized 
over with passionate words of > ‘fellow. The ruffian fell backward as if 
To Constance each harsh | was a dag. strack by ligh . Bet the odds were 
« that ornelly wounded her. ‘‘He has fearfully against ip Beaufoy—four to 
Coen unjust and hasty in hi ," she | one. One of the Italians picked up the 
aaid, y, *‘ he will come to see it himself, pistol that his companion bad droyped, and 
and forgive me.” | with this struck Beaufoy. The blow 


| him senseless. 

‘The brigands— for such they were—started 

at a quick trot, dragging Beaufoy and their 
| poet pani without the slightest 

compunotion over sticks and stones. These 
| brigands, althoagh a very disreputable-look- 

ing set, had nothing of the Fra Diavolo _ 
about them. Their costumes were rather 
| Tusty-—with here and there a patoh—which 
| showed that these fellows did not belong to 

that crew of splendid outlaws that graces the 
| stage. These brigands went about a rob- 

bery in a prosy, matter of-fact way that did 
| them credit as men of business. 

When Philip came to his senses he found 
himeelf lying on the cold marble pavement 

| of what appeared to be a veined tomgie 
| The roof was formed of twisted boughs and 
branches, supported by the broken pillars. 
The sides were rongh boards. The space 
enclosed was large, and over it were dotted 
the brigands in varioas attitudes. There 
were several women among them. ‘Bwo of 
these were hovering Prowcome Pe hage fire—the 
strong odor of garlic coming from that di- 
rection proved that the evening repast was 
in preparation. Philip Beaufoy took in the 
situation at a glance; he saw at once that 
nnlews he could succeed in escaping, a large 
| ransom from his friends would be the con- 
dition of hia release. His hands were still 
tied, and he was aware that he was narrowly 
watehcd. 

A bright-eyed Italian girl, whom they 
called Pepita, and who had been flitting 
about with an air of ¢xpisgleric, followed by 
the jealons eyes of one of the band, brought 
Philip bis supper, smiling coquettishly, upon 
which the jealous eyes blazed into flerceness. 

When the serious business of eating had 
been completed, one of the brigands brought 
ont a violin from somo hidden recess ‘and 
began to play in a manner that delighted 
Philip, making him forget bis uncomfortable 
situation for a moment. A tambourine 
joined in, and the ladies retired, probably to 
deck themselves for the dance. They soon 
retarned, accompanied by others, no doubt 
from the neighboring village, attired in those 

as combinations of color in which the 
soul delights, and the entertainment 





r 
Rial 
began. 
Pepita, the bright-eyed, appeared to be 
the belle of the assembly. She was much 
in demand among the male votaries of Terp- 
| sichore; and the eyes of Beppo—a hand- 
some, stalwart fellow —never ceased to fol- 
low her qaick, graceful movements. Philip 
smiled at her pretty manwavres, She was 
certainly au accomplished coquette, for with 
an air of the sweetest innocence, she sno- 
ceeded in making Beppo perfectly farious. 
He played nervously with the handle of the 
dagger in his sash, as Papita glided past 
him on the arm of a more fortanate comrade. 

This volatile damsel, evidently tired of 
flirting with men whom she saw every day, 
oame near Philip, and asked him in a tender 
voice if the brigands had injured him se- 
verely. Philip did not answer at first, for 
his eyes were fixed on an ornament which 
lepita wore, fastened to a chain around her 
neok. 

It wasa tablet surrounded by a wreath 
of pansies—the valentine that be had sent 
Constance Volvington ' 

He was dam) with astonishment. TPepita 
evidently ascribed this to the effect of her 
charms, for she smiled conscieusly, and gave 
him time to reoover. 

* Tell me, Signorina,” he said, recovering 
his composare, * from whom did you obtain 
that charming ornament which graces your 
lustrons beanty’?” 
| “You are complimentary, Sgnore. This 
| Ornament ?--oh, let me think--yea, it was 
taken from a youmg man’s trank at Rome.” 

** By the brigands ?” 

** Ob, no, Signore, by my mother. 
mia and | formerly let lodgings to artists at 
; Rome, A young man came—a fine, light- 

hearted gentleman, singing all the day; bat 
he — paid, Signore. " 

* Fred!” 
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his ear. 
F startied from his musing, looked 
up. that the larger number 
pF cheep apy ey Be 
remainder were grouped in a corner, playing 
” of chance. 
torch that was blazing just beside 
Philip had gone oat, and he was left in com- 
parative gloom. 
Pepita stood near him with « finger on her 


ps. 
** Do not speak,” she whispered, taking 
small stiletto from her bodice. ‘‘ Now, raise 
your arms." 
Beaufoy obeyed silently. 
thi 


= 


Pepita eat the 


die himself injure me. He's a dear 
fellow. Bat what's the use of having a lover 
if one can't torment him, Signore? Hell 


Philip said farewell, asd hastened with 
all speed through the darkness toward Flor- 
ence. 
He reached the city in safety, and was 
carefal to keep his promise to Pepita. 

in the vessel which 
earliest for America 


lose no time in going to Constance. 

On the day the vessel was to sail, he un- 
expectedly met Fred Volvingion on the quay. 
The letter was dressed exquisitely ; but he 
accosted Philip with, ‘‘Ah, my dear boy, 
charmed to meet you. Can you lend me a 


bundred orso? I want to get home. I'm 
sick of artist-life. Shall turn farmer—easy, 
you know. Nothing to do but stick things 


in the ground, and they will come, A far- 
mers life for me!" 

He became Philip's fellow- passenger ; but 
he never knew that his thoughtlessness had 
cost Beaufoy many an hoar of pain. 

Philip himself gave his valentine to Von- 
stance, who accepted not only it, but its 
donor. 


dasvers to Crreodents 


Pav Youn Poeraesr.—Anthors and others often 
send us letters and paid. in 
Uncwe cases the rates 
on the deficieney— which we either have to pay, or to 
dechine receiving the letters or manuscripts, Authors 
will also bear in mind that the De ai pow re- 
quires letter pr oo all manuscripts —therefore it be 
often cheaper, as it le always safer, to send large pack- 
ages by express. 

Q. A. W., writes: “ Please anewer throngh the 
correspondents’ colamn of the Post, what consti- 
tates a chonometer balance watch? thas the division 
of the balance wheel anything to do with it, or te it 
necessary that it he divided, or is \t the composition 
of the wheel? Is compensation balance the same 
as chronometer balance ?" The chrosometer difers 
from the ordipary watch in the principle of ite es- 
capemeut, which Is so eons ructed that the balance is 
entirely tree from the wheel daring the greater part 
of ite vibration ; and alse in having the balanee com- 
pensated for variations of temperature, In every 
other cee it je similar to the ordinary watch. 

H. M. W., (North Chester, Mass.) writes: * Will 
you be so kind as to answer two questions for me? 
let. What le the color of a Lynx? ad, How can | 
clean cards, so that they will look like new 7 Playing 
cards or any other@” let-The American Lynx 
generally of a hoary gray color, with a broad space 
on the beck of a dark-browa bue, 24. You can clean 
glazed cards by rubbing with bread-crumbe. If ua- 
glazed, they cannot welt be cleaned. 

W. i. L., (Cantos, Mo.) writes: “I crave your 
indulgence, and hope you will answer the follo : 
lst, The character and worship of the ancient 
Draide? 1. Who firet preached the Gospel in Bri- 
tain, according to the best aatherity? 34. Wae St. 
Augustine seat to Engiand by the Pope ot Rome, and 
was he the first Archishop of Canterbary? 4th. Was 
the original Greek, from which the ish Bible was 
transiaied, the same as that used —— a 
authentic by the Koman Catholic Chareh 7 . Wee 
Dido the founder of Carthage? and was it before er 
after the buliding of Rome? apd was she of the same 
family as Jenebe!, the wife of Abab, King of leraei Tt’ 
tet. The Druids were the priests of the Celtic race, 
They were held im great honor by the people, <e! 
diepates, decreed rewards and punishments, and were 
relieved from tiibate aud military service. Their re- 
ligen ie pot fully known. They taught the tranem!- 
rration of souls, held certala 
ty the oak and mietietoe, am 
baman sacrifices. Yd. St. Augustine. He was sent 
Pope Gregory L, in 505 A. D., w convert the 
Anglo-Saxons to Christianity. He wae remarkably 
suceese(y), aud was made Archbishop of Canterbury 
in Mi. This person, hewever, was not the great 
Augustine, #0 celebrated for his writings. The latter 
spent hie life in Africa, save a short time in Italy 
4th, Yes. Mth, Dido has the credit of founding ar- 
thege, though it is not eertain that such & person 
ever existed, It is yy to say, with any cer- 
tainty, when either Rome or () > wae first 
founded. Dido ie said to have been the daaghter of 
Belas, King of Tyre, and Jezebel danghter of Eth- 
baal, King of Sidon, Farther we know nothing about 
their families, 

Pouty, (Uhlo,) aske: “In passing pie for dessert 
at a dinner party, should # knite and tork be placed 
ou the plate, or only a fork? td. How is Goethe 
~mounced’? Sd. By what other name ie Donald UG. 
Site heli Known? 4th, What 
writing T" Kt ie beet to give The pro- 
penciation cannot be given tu Eogtieh rounds. Ger- 
teh is something like it, accent on first syliable. 3d. 
ik Marvel, 4th. It is very fair. 
Five, (Americus, Ga,) asks: ** What is the Court 
ot Uyer and Terminer in New York? How did it 
get the name, and how did it originate? 1 have avked 
several lawyers, and they cansot give me a satis- 
factory answer. it w « Cvart of imal partadic- 
tion, held at the same time as the Quarter 
ani by the same jadges. it ls named from t 
words, siguitying respectively t Acar and 
mine, aod 1 has power to hear and determine o 
of treason, felony and misdemeanor commit w 
i® yartediction. 
Daisy B. writes: “I should like to 
questious anewered tm )vur » 8 
toe right way t frame Coru: 
giase and 
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WOSTTEE FOR THE GATURDAT EVENING POST. 
T am composed of ‘6 letters. 

My 2%, 14, 31, 34, 5, 26, 17, is @ town im 
Georgia. 

My 4, 10, 22, 5, 19, 8, 23, ie a town ip North 
Carol 


ina. 

My 26, 36, 23, 5, 2s, 6, 20, 15, 30, ie ome of 
the United States. 

My 11, 13, 23, 1%, 9, 38, 4%, 
Canada. 

My 7, 32, 20, 26, 24, 5, ia a town im Mlinoia, 


is a town in 


My 27, 17, 3, 35, 22, is a town in France. 
My 25, 4, 12, 1, 24, 31, is « town im Spain. 
My 14, 34, 16, 31, 15, 21, is a riverin New 
York. 
My 43, 2, 19, SY, 12, 16, 9, 35, 29, ine town 
in Ireland. 
My whole is an interesting pablished 
im the Post. KY. 


WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING Post. 
Four letters mine; expunge the first at 


t, 
And - I in good delight. 
Pat my head, my second ae. and 
2, 
Magicians use me in their tricks with men. 
Next my third alter, I will make display, 
Where nature bolds an undisputed sway. 
Now take my fourth, another add, and see, 
I something form, graceful and light and 
free. 
My whole leaps chill from Iceland's arctic 
bowers, 
Or warm with sweetness leaves the home of 
flowers. 
Baltimore, Md. _EMILY. 
ANAGRANS. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 
Names uf Towns in Lorain county, Ohio, 
ist. Ia lyre. 
zd. Delvie girl. 
kd. On tea. 
ith. Her mata. 
wth. Not far, G. 
6th. Night Orb. 


7th. Elin. 
Ridgeville, Ohio. FANNY FOLLY. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 

Not at all clear; boiling up; a drop of the 
‘‘orater;" sufficient; too much; part of a 
house; a musical phrase; a district; gin. 
The initials read downward, and the finals 
upward, will give two wonderful inven- 
in constant ase in the present day. 


ALGEBRAICAL PROBLEM. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 
A set out from © to travel to D at the 
same time that B left D fer 0, the distance 
being 420 miles. When they met, it ap- 
peared that A had travelled just as many 
miles more than Bb as they travelled hours 
before meeting, and A arrived at D 35 hours 
before B got to ©. Required—the hourly 


read 
tions 





speed of each. 
ARTEMUS MARTIN. 
Brie, Erie Co., Pa. 
An is requested 


PROBLEM. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVE} ING POST. 
Henry, 5 years ago, invested some money 
in some profitable business, which yielded 
unto him yearly one-third of its stook profit; 
bat of which gained profit he spent yearly a 
certain sam; (alike each year.) re- 


same ratio of increase, « 

result. Now, (at the end of said 5 years, ) 

it is found that he now has $1715 20 less 

than if he had spent nothing of his increase. 

Soe GUE Cl ee original capi- 
? 


DANIEL DIEFENBACH. 
Krateerville, Snyder Co., Pa. 
&@ An answer is requested. 


ANSWERS TO Last. 
ENIGMA—Fatate, State, Ate, Tea, East, 
Taste, Sea, Sate. 

ANAGRAMS— 1, South Carolina; 2, Mary- 
land; 3, California; 4, Florida; 5, West 
Virigina; 6, North Carolia; 7, Pennsyl- 
vania; 8, Indiana. 

BURIED CITLES—1, Oxford; 2, Galena; 


3, Naples; 4, Dover; 5, Tyre; 6, Ava; 7, 
Thebes; &, Troy. 
WORD SQUARES, — 

a IL Itt. 
AMPLE BEAM BIRD 
MELON EASE IDEA 
PLANT ABIA REAM 
LONGE MEAN DAME 
ENTBR 
ALGEBRAICAL PROBLEM—8 and 16. 


- — a... 


To waxe Gems.—See that your oven is hot 
enough to bake potatoes, and that your 
small oblong iron or tin pans are hot and 
greased with olive oil, Now mix wheat meal 
or Graham flour with cold water, or milk 
and water, if preferred, to the consistency 
of corn-bread batter with the greatest 


Potato Satap.—Any one who has eaten 

potato salad at a Parisian hotel will be glad 

to try it after he gets home. The 

is a good formula for the simple but deli- 
: ten 

to slices, 

an inch thick ; 
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